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INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 


rilWO things would seem desirable in a person writing an introduction 
I to, or commendation of, an autobiography,—some personal know¬ 
ledge of the writer and subject thereof, and some acknowledged weight 
or standing on the part of the commender; neither of these can we 
claim. Having, however, been desired to do so, and to avoid the delay 
which would happen if others more fitting were invited to do it, we 
make an attempt, though it does not appear to us, so, far as we can see 
in perusing tho proofs, at all necessary; the work speaks for itself. 

Mr. Witts, who herein gives us a somewhat extended history of his 
childhood, youth, and riper years, is now settled at the Antipodes; but, 
we doubt not, ho and many of the living family of heaven in this 
country will be brought very near together in spirit as the following 
pages are read. We believe he is known to many amongst us, either 
personally or by repute. 

Our friend gives what we may justly consider a plain unvarnished 
account of himself. Upon the point of his unregenerate life he takes a 
low place. Indeed, his life, before the implantation of divine grace, is 
a sad portrayal of too many of Adam’s fallen sons, especially where 
mistaken parental fondness “ spares the rod and spoils the child,” and 
where a quick obstinate temper, bad example, and ample opportuni¬ 
ties of evil-doing meet together. This seems to have been the sad lot 
of our friend’s youth. 

Men differ in their natural propensities, temperament, and pursuits; 
some being left to go from bad to worse till they are seemingly given 
over “to work all uncleanness with greediness:” while others are 
taken up with more moral, desirable, and commendable practices, until 
frequently they become much like the broad-hemmed, phylacteried 
gentlemen of old. But each stands on a level as before God! The 
one having as much need of being saved from his own “righteousness” 
as the other from his iniquities. As Huntington, we think, justly 
remarked, “ The best deeds of a moral man are but more splendid 
sins!” Of these “splendid sins” our friend had seemingly very few 
to mention; his mouth appears stopped on that score. 

We have not only an account of his youthful waywardness and evil- 
doing, hut also of the sad consequences attending the same—want, 
sickness, prison, &c. His life as a soldier is, we cannot but fear, a 
sad description of vast numbers of similar cases; especially abroad, 
where a laxity of moral discipline, much indolence, and almost un¬ 
bounded opportunities for licentiousness exist. We feel painfully 
persuaded, from a perusal of the work before us, that for a man to 
maintain a consistent Christian walk in such an iniquitous, pestilential 
atmosphere must need a most bounteous and continuous supply of 
divine grace; and for the fear and life of God to survive in a man’s 
heart amidst such surroundings, is like a candle being kept burning in 
the stormy ocean. Indeed, it is the strongest evidence and proof that 
it is a life from, of, and in God. 

In perusing the work we several times felt the force of what we have 
often regarded as one of the most solemn verses in all Hart’s solemn 
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writings. Indeed, it seemed to us somewhat applicable to Mr. Witts 
state: 

“ I strove to moke my flesh decay 

With foul disease and wasting pain; 

I Btrove to fling my life away, 

And damn my soul—but strove in vain! ” 

Hart applied those words to the awful state he was left to fall into after 
his profession of the Lord’s Name, and we have evidence herein that our 
friend trod solemnly near the same awfully dangerous ground! as wit¬ 
nessed by his confession of what he was left to fall into after his return 
to England, &c. 

We may see, too, the unspeakable mercy of those who are favoured 
to be “ called ” under a gospel ministry, and whose feet are not left to 
“ stumble on the dark mountains ” of error—whether imbibed from a 
false ministry or erroneous reading—but who have some to go before 
them to “ cast up the highway and gather out the stones.” Much of a 
Christian’s life consists of unlearning, and this is often a painful process. 
Mr. Witts found it so. 

It may be thought that our friend manifests, at times, almost undue 
severity against some of different religious opinions to himself. We 
should remember, however, what he endured in consequence of false 
teaching. The Lord Jesus himself uttered his most scathing denun¬ 
ciations against false teachers. Nor can any be unduly severe or too 
determinately opposed to false doctrine; where we may err is in 
attacking persons instead of principles. “ No lie is of the truth.” The 
life of a soldier, the “ hardness ” endured, the stern discipline enforced, 
&c., all stamp the character of a man and make an impression upon 
his general conduct, bearing, and expression. Here and there, however, 
the unctuous softness and sweetness of grace is most conspicuously 
manifest. What tender emotions he evinces upon the revelation of 
Jesus as his crucified Bedeemer! What “ bowels of compassion ” over 
the Lord’s agonizing sufferings; and what intense yearnings for the 
salvation of his comrades! all of which testifies to the inward feelings 
of a tender-hearted Christian,—a “nursing father” to the repenting 
sinner, while an “ iron sinew ” against all ungodliness and false 
teaching, so far as seen, and as under the exercise of divine grace. We 
do not think we need add more ; and question whether we had not 
better have left the book to speak for itself; feeling assured it will be 
its own best commendation. 

We understand Mr. Witts is anxious to se.e a little success attending 
this first part of his Autobiography before venturing to print the second 
part. We hope for his sake, as also for the perfecting of the relation, 
by giving us the Lord’s dealings in calling him to the ministry, &c., 
such success may speedily attend the present issue as to warrant him 
proceeding to send forth the second part. That the Lord may grant 
this, and abundantly answer the desire and aim of our friend in thus 
making known what he has experienced of the Lord’s goodness hr 
redeeming his life from destruction and crowning him with loving- 
kindness and tender mercies, viz., the glory of a triune God and the ex¬ 
altation of his grace ; as also for the caution, comfort, and encourage¬ 
ment of his fellow-travellers Zionward, is the heartfelt wish and prayer 
of one who would seek the peace of Zion and take pleasure in her 
prosperity. 

C. JEFFEBIES. 

[Editor of “ The Friendly Companion.”]. 

London, November, 1888. 



PREFACE. 


I )ERITAPS there never was more noise in the world about the- 
externals of Christianity than in the day in which we live. 
So far as they go, these externals may be a great blessing to 
society at large and, as far as this world is concerned, a preventive 
of many evils to those who in some measure conform thereto, 
which overtake the openly profane. But when substituted for 
genuine, vital godliness, or the Spirit’s work in the heart, it is a 
delusion and a snare, and an evil outweighing the good, in pro¬ 
portion as time is to eternity. That thousands throughout the 
world, from week to week, perish in their own deceivings, being 
blindly led (Matt. xv. 14), admits of no question, even in the minds 
of the most charitable ; many who merely have the letter of Truth 
in the head, and who do not “ with the heart believe unto right¬ 
eousness, and with the mouth make confession unto salvation.”' 
(Born. x. 10.) 

Is if not awful to contemplate a truth so momentous as that 
contained in Isa. 1.11, issuing from the mouth of Him “who can¬ 
not lie,” pointing out these characters in unmistakeable words as 
perishing in their own deceivings; also as delineated by the Holy 
Ghost in whole chapters : e.y., 2 Tim. iii.; 2 Pet. ii. ? The Lord 
.Jesus himself has given us a whole chapter denouncing a false 
profession ; leaving that of itself to condemn the openly wicked 
sinner. (Matt, xxiii.) 

As, then, we have to die for ourselves individually, and are each 
individually responsible to the Searcher of hearts for our sins of 
ignorance, as well as our outward actions (2 Pet. iii. 4-16), is it 
not of vast importance to see whether we are “building our hopes 
upon the sand ” instead of the immoveable “Rock?” whether we 
are bringing “wood, hay, and stubble” to build upon the Founda¬ 
tion Stone, as an insult, and for the “ fire to consume ” (1 Cor. 
iii. 12, 13); or, in other words, whether our faith stands in the 
wisdom of men, instead of in the power of God ? That the end 
and aim of the Apostle Paul in his several epistles was to lead 
believers from trusting to the wisdom of men is clear enough, 
but especially in 1 Cor. ii. 5. 

The great Prophet of his people also did the same in numerous 
instances, showing the condemnation of that age, as well as our 
own. For this is the condemnation, even now, that “Light is come 
into the world, but men love darkness rather than light, because 
their deeds are evil.” Yet what a distinctive feature he puts 
upon another character: “ But he that doeth truth cometh to the 
light ” (of God’s word) “ that his deeds may be made manifest, that 
they are wrought in God.” (Jno. iii. 19-21.) 
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Here, then, courteous reader, you can test your own sincerity 
before Him who will give you a true verdict, from whence there 
is no appeal; but it will be in proportion to your seeking to 
know, and having a desire to do, his will, instead of your own. 
(Jno. vii. 17.) So far as I know my own heart, the object of my 
taking up the pen is, if haply the God of the whole earth, and of 
all grace, should see good to liberate some of his freeborn sons 
and daughters from a legal religion ; or deliver others from 
a presumptuous confidence, wherein I was long held ; and also 
to show the blinding effects of natural worship,—that it only 
hardens the heart, perverts the judgment, and makes man to be 
an enemy to his Maker, and a tool in the hands of the devil 
to dishonour Him, as Saul of Tarsus did,—a proof without con¬ 
troversy. 

My object in commenting on the diary at almost every succeed¬ 
ing stage is to show to any erring children of God, who are held 
in those snares of the bond children, the true way of life; and 
that the law of works, in the most refined form, is a way of death, 
whether considered as a rule of life or to commend ourselves to 
God ; that it genders to bondage and wrath, and breeds only con¬ 
tention and discouragement; because the will of the flesh always 
preponderates, or has the upper hand, in its desires and move¬ 
ments ; that self is the mainspring of action, and gratification of 
a fleshly principle in some form is the greatest source of all sup¬ 
posed good doing. 

Those who have been well tried in their souls by sinking into 
the depths of despair about their own individual state and stand¬ 
ing before Infinite Holiness, will give up all thoughts of helping 
to save others in proportion as they realize their own weakness 
and destitution, in being so powerless to do the least thing effectu¬ 
ally for themselves. And I am persuaded that if a few of the 
despairing thoughts that have seized me in bygone days, and 
those desponding cogitations which often bear me down even now 
—as I remember my unanswered prayers —when I look upon Zion 
and her desolations; if this line of experience was keenly felt, 
with the solemn conviction of the declaration, “ This is the word 
of the Lord unto ”liis saints, “Not by might, nor by power, but 
by my Spirit, saith the Lord of hosts ” (Zecli. iv. G), it would, if 
sealed home and meeting them at every turn, very soon “ dry up 
every pool and wither every green herb ” of the most zealous 
worker in outside religion; whether holding Arminian errors or a 
Calvinistic letter creed. Instead of going about to bring in the 
spiritually dead to believe, they would beg of the Lord to raise up 
some faith in their souls to enable them to believe aright. In 
my diary this will be seen to be the sum and substance of the free¬ 
will leaven of the prevailing notions of all the bond-children, of 
every shade and grade; and as I was for several years working 
in those trammels of the traditions of men, the iron entering my 
soul, I have cut with some severity at those fetters and cast them 
away to Paul’s dung heap ; believing if I had given a closer 
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nMention to our Lord’s words in Luke xiii. 24, it would have 
mm veil me many a pang of sorrow and fit of rebellion, as working 
lor life, working for the good of souls, and working for God, would 
have been seen in their true light. Query : “ Lord, are there few 
that he saved?” The fair implication I take to be this: What 
in I hat to thee or any other inquisitive mortal? “ Strive to enter 
in at l.lio straight gate;” for that is the main thing and the all- 
important business of your mortal existence ; my own affairs I 
will manage. But, like Solomon’s fool, I was more for meddling 
with matters too high for me, instead of, like the prudent, whose 
wisdom is to understand his way ; but the folly of religious fools 
is to deceive themselves (Prov. xiv. 8); as the children of light 
well know, if they have been taught in the same school and 
have had their folly driven out. 

The Lord having singled me out as a monument of his grace 
and mercy, while he left others to perish who were no worse than 
myself, if so bad, I am constrained to speak on his behalf,— 
seeing so many speak on their own - of what he has done in 
saving me, instead of what I have done in saving others. What 
rejoicings there are in some of the so-called Revival meetings of 
fleshly zealots because of a few symptoms of natural conscience 
bearing testimony against flagrant sins ; but how few would now 
rejoice to hear me tell of the wonderful display of love and good¬ 
ness to my soul, when in nature’s ignorance and in nature’s 
darkness. As an illustration of this: A professor of religion, 
wiio knew me when I was a wicked youth, seeing me a man 
of sobriety and consistency in my profession, asked me how it 
was such a change had taken place when in the army. In my 
simplicity I told him, and he became my enemy from that day 
forward. I am convinced that nothing of the kind had been 
done for him; for I believe the God of the spirits of all flesh 
will not allow any of his own children, who know anything 
of the blessedness of that secret there is in an enlightened con¬ 
science, to pour contempt upon my feeble testimony. “ The 
secret of the Lord is with them that fear him." 

The first inducement to compile this account was, the wish to 
benefit the private soldiers when I was serving with my regiment; 
never thinking for a moment that over thirty years would elapse 
ere it would be brought out; much less that it should have been 
lying in odds and ends of MSS. carried from India to my native 
town, from there to London, thence tf* New York, U.S.A., then 
miles into the State Missouri, back to New York, thence to 
Reading, England, thence to Sydney, N.S.W., and thence to 
Brisbane, in Queensland, where it was commenced on Christmas 
day, 1885, and finished in Petersham, Sydney, N.S.W., in 1886. 

Its being out of sight no doubt contributed to its preservation ; 
for it (the MSS.) might have been destroyed, as the prospect 
of its ever being gathered up seemed so hopeless, I and my 
family having been either driven or drawn from city to country, 
and from place to place, by events over which we had no control. 
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From practical observation of thirty-two years, with many pain¬ 
ful exercises, I have been led to express my sentiments upon all 
“ letter ” religion and traditions of men, and upon one denomi¬ 
nation, calling themselves “Plymouth Brethren,” in particular, 
with some remarks upon Missionary work and Missions. The 
■deductions being drawn from the letter and spirit of Truth I 
fear no contradiction from those who are more for God’s honour 
than their own, or more desirous of a “ Thus saith the Lord ” to 
their inmost souls by “ the revelation and spirit of wisdom and 
knowledge of Christ,” as in Epli. i. 17, 18. This hidden wisdom 
is a depth too profound for notionalists and speculators on the sur¬ 
face of a worldly religion; and our Lord thanked his heavenly 
Father for hiding it from the wiseacres of that age, and “ reveal¬ 
ing it unto babes.” The Father of heaven still pursues the same 
line of procedure; to some it is given to know the mysteries of the 
Kingdom, to others it is not given. I asn sorry that I could not 
give a brighter account of my antecedents before the Lord took 
me in hand. If I could have thrown in a lighter tint in place of 
the sable hue it would have pleased me much better; but you 
have the picture unvarnished, and the wickedness with but little 
whitewash. Though I offer no extenuation of my sinful career, 
God did his own work well. I had no hand in either my first or 
second birth; whether my parents should be religious or irre¬ 
ligious was according to His own wisdom. Had I been born of 
religious parents, and my mind trained to such exercises, it would 
have—judging from the bias of my inclination in early years— 
made me a first-class Pharisee, as I never hated the externals of 
religion till my heart had other attractions. I was not left to 
depart this life with “a form of godliness, without the power 
thereof;” therefore, how much clearer is my evidence that I was 
taught the essentials of salvation by God and not by man. I can 
truly say that many prayers have gone up on behalf of those 
whose eyes may read these pages, that the “ Father of mercies, 
and the God of all comfort,” will make them a blessing to some, 
if not to all, who may condescend to go through them ; and that 
his unerring providence may give them a wide dissemination, and 
himself get glory to his holy Name and much praise from the 
twice-born children of men; for Jesus still “ receiveth sinners and 
eateth with them.” May the Holy Ghost give them a glimpse of 
Him “ who is invisible ” to the natural man ; and enable us to 
ascribe honour, power, and dominion to Israel’s Triune Jehovah. 

THOMAS WITTS. 

6, Francis Street, Enjiore, Sydney ; 

Jan. 1th, 1888. 





THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY 


OF A 

SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


CHAPTER I. 

I WAS born in the town of Reading, in the county of Berks., 
Kngland. My parents were industrious, but they feared not 
(lod, and did not attend any place of worship; while the things 
of time wore their special care. It was on February 22nd, 1832, 
that my eyes opened on this sin-stricken world, in which, from 
various causes, my tears have often fallen ; but from no cause so 
much as my depraved nature. 

Scarcely bail twelve months gone over my head, when my 
mother's want of forethought caused me to set my cap on fire 
with a lighted candle, which she had placed in a chair while she 
was cleaning and scrubbing the floor in early morn, before she 
went out to work for the day. The burns were severe, and the 
scar of one of them, on the right side of the forehead, shows it 
must have been critical at the time, as it is about three inches 
in length. 

At the early age of four or five years I manifested some sad 
traits of the Adam fall; and I can remember my mother relating 
to her friends some striking examples of my violent temper, 
perverse will, and obstinate disobedience, at which they foolishly 
laughed in my presence. Alas, for me ! It was my greatest 
scourge in my youth ; and after being a partaker of the new birth, 
the “ old man ” has been a plague, even to this day. The “ old 
man ” is said to be “ crucified with Christ; but, though crucified, 
lie is not dead. (Rom. vi. 6.) Virtually, he is; as we^re to 
reckon ourselves “ dead unto sin, but alive unto God,” “ if so be 
we are dead with Christ.” “In the flesh dwells no good thing;” 
as the apostle Paul testifies in relating liis own experience. 
(Rom. vii. 15-23.) 

I was sent to school at about this time. My way there lay 
over a mill-stream. On one occasion, going down to the dipping- 
place to play with the water, I fell in head first; in all 
probability I should have been drowned, or dashed to pieces 
with the paddle-wheels, but for the timely aid of a policeman, 
who rushed into the water and rescued me. None of the 

B 
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bystanders bad tlie courage to do so; and perhaps my existence 
■would have terminated ere he came hut that I was buoyed up by 
my frock getting filled with air, and so I floated on the water. But 
there is no chance-work with Him who rules the falling of a 
sparrow, and who has, at the same time, the kingdoms of this 
world under his control. “The very hairs are numbered” 
of those who are to be his witnesses; and their every sorrow and 
suffering is weighed and measured. The poet speaks wisely : 

“Almighty Father, gracious Lord, 

Kind Guardian of my days ; 

Thy mercies let my heart record 
In songs of grateful praise. 

“ In life’s first dawn, my tender frame 
Was thy indulgent care; 

Long ere I could pronounce thy Name 
Or breathe the heartfelt prayer.” 

Another escape from drowning was about two years after, 
when I fell into a brook, and was rescued by my playmates. 
My mother gave me a severe caning, which I well remember; 
perhaps because it was the only beating I have ever received 
for all my faults, for “ the rod was spared and the child spoilt,” 
as they say. 

The first impression I ever had respecting the omniscience of 
Jehovah was from picking up a paper, or tract, having on it a 
portion of Psalm cxxxix., with the verse of Watts, if I remember 
rightly: 

“ Almighty God! thy piercing eye 

Strikes through the shades of night; 

And my most secret aations lie 
All open to thy sight! " 

The next conviction I had was concerning his omnipotence and 
omnipresence. 

My mother lay dangerously ill of a fever, and but little hopes 
were entertained of her recovery. Conscience began to upbraid 
her for her disregard of her Maker, her profaning his day by 
Sunday trading, &c., and she made many promises of amending 
her ways. We had a small grocery store, and I began to observe 
when my mother recovered and watched to see if she performed 
her vows; for the Lord of life and death raised her up again. 
To me it appeared no trifling matter to make vows and defer to 
pay ; as Solomon tells us it is to “ offer the sacrifice of fools.” 
(Eccles. v.) The insincerity of my mother’s prayers, together 
with the inability of the creature, were closely observed by me ; 
and it appeared very wicked in my judgment. As I went to 
Sunday school, doubtless I learned to know what truth-telling 
was, and what falsehoods were. Hearing her on one occasion 
telling lies, I exposed her before her dupe, for which I was repaid 
with a box on the ear; but the keen rebuke made her much 
ashamed. In after years she reaped much fruit from this through 
her wayward son, as well as from other quarters. The Scripture 
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imitli not in vain, “ Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also 
roup; ” this is the rule of Him whose word cannot be broken, 
(dal. vi. 7, 8 ; Matt. vii. 2.) 

I was continually, as I grew older, practising deception to her 
by lying words; so that no confidence could be put in anything 
I said. To parents I would say, “ Be sure you speak the strict 
truth before your children ; lest your untruth should be measured 
back, and yourselves reminded where the practice began.” Be- 
cmning hardened in one sin soon led to others; such as playing 
I rnant on Sundays, roving the fields, birds’ nesting, stealing 
fruit, etc., taking care, however, to arrive home about the time 
church service was over. If asked wliat the text was, I would 
nut with the first that came to my mind. Alas ! what consum¬ 
mate folly is bound in the heart of a child to carry out his sin¬ 
fulness. One thing there was I dared not lie about, which I can 
look back upon with a vivid recollection. It was this: When 
going to bod, my mother would say, now and again, “Repeat 
your prayers, Tom ! ” This injunction was laid upon me. To 
that there was no response if it could be avoided. Again, she 
would urge me to say my prayers before getting into bed. To 
ill is I would answer, “Um,” but nothing satisfactory. To say 
prayers,such as “the Lori’s Prayer,” &c., was not a pleasant busi- 
i less to one like me, with a guilty conscience. Again she would 
ply me, “You will, won’t you?” Then a reluctant “Yes” was 
obtained. Now I dared not leave it undone, as I had a certain 
terror of the Almighty, and a persuasion that he knew all secrets. 
Neither could I hurry over die prayers, lest they would not be 
accepted. The man or woman who is not thoroughly persuaded 
of that solemn and important doctrine has not one spark of re¬ 
ligion worth the name: “Thou, God, seest me” is in the root 
of vital godliness. 

Another circumstance, which reminds me of my feelings under 
convictions of sin, took place just before I left the Sunday school 
altogether. These early impressions of sin were only the natural 
eil'ects of conscience doing her office as God’s vicegerent, for no 
lasting good was effected thereby. 

Owing to some misbehaviour on my part and that of some 
others, the superintendent detained us, and remonstrated with us 
each for our folly ; pointing out the sinfulness of our actions, and 
the displeasure of that great God who views at a glance all the 
actions of his creatures. This soft, lenient way of dealing with 
us caused the heart to relent; for as lie prayed extemporaneously 
and admonished us there was some compunction on my part. 
Had I been brought up in strict morality, with less temptations 
surrounding me, no doubt my character would have been that of 
a moral youth, instead of a wild one. 

When father was absent I was perfectly master of the house, 
and would not do anything to assist my mother. I was a stub¬ 
born, rebellious boy, despising God’s command, “ Honour thy 
father and thy mother.” To be a match for me, mother would 

b 2 
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say, in the presence of my father, “ Tom, go to the grocer’s and 
fetch me so and so.” This, of course, would be at meal times, 
when he came home. My reply would be, “Let me get my 
dinner first.” Father being for instant obedience, I dared not 
refuse; his withering frown would silence me in a moment. This 
trick was very provoking, and on one occasion, after getting a 
short distance from the house, my wrath and rebellion boiled up 
in such bitter inward curses and swearing, that, according to my 
apprehensions, if I had not desisted it would have brought the 
wrath of God upon me : “ He that cursetli father or mother, let 
him die the death.” If God had entered into judgment with me, 
how could I have uttered one complaint against it, as being un¬ 
just? Simply because my will was crossed all that rage and 
devilism oozed out! 0, the depth of the fall! making us trans¬ 
gressors even in our infant days! What causes the child to kick 
and plunge about in its mother’s arms, before it is a year old, if 
things are not congenial? I answer, “Being shapen in iniquity, 
and conceivedin sin.” (Ps. li. 5.) “The wicked are estranged 
from the womb, they go astray as soon as they be born, speaking 
lies.” (Ps. lviii. 3.) What is all that pettishness for, if it can’t 
have the breast just at the moment ? Why; it bespeaks a dozen 
lies, as the afterfruits of a perverse will bring them forth. The 
root is there, beyond all controversy; and the screams and cries 
are buds of perversity and lies, speaking thus: “You have no 
right to control me.” 

To return. I had a very good discernment between right and 
wrong, as the following will show: One day I was met by a French 
Jew who had a box of lace and various other trimmings for the 
adornment of ladies’ dresses, which ho was trying to dispose of 
by going to the various houses of the gentry. He asked me if I 
would carry the box for him ; promising he would pay me well. 
I consented. He took me into the houses with him, and if he was 
invited to eat a biscuit he called me in, to pocket some when they 
withdrew for a few minutes. However welcome he might be 
himself, I concluded he had no right to discharge his obligation to 
me by giving away other people’s property. Even this observa¬ 
tion cost me a few tears, as the sequel will show. 

Having called at the house of a gentleman of independent means, 
and he being at home, the Jew was rather longer than usual. 
Standing against the hall door, and having nothing to occupy 
my thoughts or attention, I was attracted by a chain that worked 
in a slot, as a door guard. Not being conversant with its use, I 
examined it very minutely ; but its use was to keep out intruders 
until admitted. One of the servants noticed me shifting and 
pulling it about, and her suspicions were aroused that some theft 
was being carried on, because she saw a man of doubtful appear¬ 
ance loitering about on the terrace a short time before. She 
informed her master and mistress that an umbrella was missing 
from the stand. They came and directly charged me with stealing 
it. When they asked where I had put it, or what I had done with 
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ii. the Lears of innocence began to flow somewhat freely. To them 
I II is was a sure evidence of guilt. I gave them straightforward 
answers to all their questions, but this did not solve the mystery. 

IL struck me at length that if the umbrella was gone the man 
who gave me biscuits to pocket would not be particular about 
appropriating anything else; and not seeing the impossibility 
just then of bringing the least shadow of guilt upon him, seeing 
lie had not left the house, nor could he have the umbrella about 
his person, I suggested my belief of his knowing something about 
it. This made the mystery recoil upon myself, and confirmed their 
suspicions of my guilt. They sent the Jew about his business, 
while a servant went for a constable to arrest the poor innocent 
boy. The master raged and swore, more like a madman than a 
rational being, over a paltry article which, even if new, could 
not be worth more than six or seven shillings. 

Terror and shame, grief and anguish, held me dumb. The 
matter was a great mystery to me; for no umbrella had been 
moved while I was there, and this I positively affirmed. It 
was one of those things that have befallen me through the 
iniquities or infirmities of my fellow-mortals ; and of which, even 
to this day, the meaning is not revealed. The thing itself was 
cleared up, but the end or design Infinite Wisdom had in view 
was hidden. The policeman came, and he was the very one who 
rescued me from the mill-stream some five years before. When 
he heard their statement of the affair he took a very different 
view of the matter, believing me to be quite innocent about it. 
He told them he knew my parents to be hard-working, indus¬ 
trious people; but as they had given me in charge he would do 
his duty ; accordingly he took me to the police station, took my 
name and address, and let me go free. The same afternoon the 
missing article was returned by a lady who had been on a visit 
the previous evening, and who, owing to the threatening appear¬ 
ance of the weather when leaving, accepted the loan of it. Yet 
not one of the household remembered it until it was returned, 
and shame and distress had filled me for hours with the most 
poignant grief. They sent for me and made a great fuss, and 
when I explained on what grounds I had suggested the Jew as 
taking the missing article, my honesty and uprightness surprised 
them. Many promises were made of obtaining a good situation 
for me in some wealthy family among their numerous friends ; 
but their promises were “ like pie-crust, made to be broken.” If 
they had carried out what I hoped they would, in all probability 
my after-course in life would have been different, owing to the 
more moral influence surrounding me ; for my natural tempera¬ 
ment, at this period, was easily influenced, either for good or evil, 
when away from home. 

“ It is not in man that walketh to direct his steps,” we are 
told. (Jer. x. 23.) Much less is it for another to direct, without 
Divine permission. Many a contrary course would have been 
steered by me, and millions of the human race beside, but the 
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way of man is not in himself : “ The lot is cast into the lap, but 
the whole disposing thereof is of the Lord.” (Prov. xvi. 33.) 
“ A man’s heart devisetli his way, but the Lord directeth his 
steps/’ (Prov. xvi. 9.) This lesson is not learned only because 
the Sacred Page declares it, but by close observation and submis¬ 
sion to the will of him who cannot be frustrated. 

My father was a brewer’s servant; and the bar being connected 
with the brewery, a boy was kept as under-tapster. The situation 
became vacant and, through some one suggesting to my father 
the idea of applying in my behalf, I was appointed to the post. 
A worse place never could have been chosen for me. Knowing 
what I do of myself, and taking a retrospect of it now, I say this. 
A love for ale was one conspicuous trait which soon developed 
itself; and drinking in all the vile talk was another that was rife. 
Drunken loafers came there when the barman was absent, to get 
beer without payment; telling me yarns and amusing tales to be 
let off. Worse than that, all the obscene and unclean talk with 
which they could fill my ears was delicious food for my corrupt 
nature ; while a retentive memory lost little or nothing of wLat 
was heard ; nor have forty-five years erased all of it. 

“ My memory bad, but what is sad, 

Can folly still retain.” 

I often became intoxicated, and made sport for those who ought 
to have taught me better. A year passed away. On my next birth¬ 
day I was eleven years of age, and knew more than some youths 
at sixteen of the secret things that belonged to mature age. 

One day I got intoxicated, and being sent on an errand, I 
ascended to the top of a coach that was passing at the time. A 
few minutes later found me on the hard road with a broken arm ; 
it is a wonder to me now that it was not a broken neck, as I fell, 
I believe, head foremost between the wheels. That my immoral 
character was formed during this period there is not a shadow of 
a doubt. This “ accident ” cost me my situation, for I was useless 
with a broken arm. It was not known that my arm was fractured 
for two or three weeks after; for the doctor to whom I was taken 
at the time said it was not. Thus through the ignorance of this 
practitioner, who by-the-bye, was young and inexperienced, I had 
to suffer much more pain than if it had been set properly at the time 
of the mishap. This was not the last time I had to suffer from the 
incompetence or lack of knowledge of others; for the ignorance 
of a doctor caused my hearing to become altogether impaired; 
which has been the great affliction of the last thirty years of my 
existence. I could not use my arm, and after a time my mother 
took me before a couple of doctors, who pronounced it broken, and 
wondered why it had not been set at the time. It was then set 
and put into splints ; in about six weeks it was as well as ever. 

Drinking so much beer was hardening to my conscience, and 
made me rash and fearless. As an instance. Being fond of bathing 
I, on one occasion, when the heavy rains had caused the river to 
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lin swollen, stripped, pitched in, and was carried away by the 
iih'oain. Not a soul was there ; but, being a very good swimmer 
I n' my age, and having presence of mind, I was saved once more 
from an early grave. I was carried under a bridge with scarcely 
mom for my mouth to be above water. 

As I would not go to school and no other servitude was obtained, 
I roved about the fields with other bad boys, who learned from 
myself to become still worse, until about four or five months had 
I Ims passed away. 

“ Huntley and Palmer’s ” biscuit trade was very small at this 
l ime ; bat they kept two or three boys, and I was one who 
obtained a place, through my mother’s grocer. The circumstance 
of my employment in this factory determined much of my after 
course since I left the army, as will be seen. Having companions 
about my own age, I liked it better the first few months than 
my other place of drawing beer. My companions were a few 
months older than myself and we got on pretty well for about a 
year, when we became dissatisfied, and wanted to go to London. 

I had a remarkable dream about this time, which caused me 
many tears on account of my sinfulness, and I told my mates 
that I would not swear so much as I had been in the habit of 
doing. The conviction and resolution soon wore off, and the 
result was, I went from bad to worse, till, “God, who com¬ 
manded the light to shine out of darkness, shined into my heart, 
to give me the lii/ht of the hnowleihje of the glory of God in the 
face of Jesus Christ.” (2 Cor. iv. 6.) Another lad much older 
than either of us was taken into the employ of the firm, and he 
soon introduced among us such vicious habits as smoking, going 
to public houses, and so forth. I, who was barely thirteen, 
could smoke my pipe as well as my father at forty. The tobacco 
was stolen from the jar at home, as my mother sold it. 

Two others with myself agreed to leave our situation one 
Friday night and walk up to London, to try our “fortune” there, 
as they say. With our wages (the firm paid on Fridays) we 
started off at 9 o’clock at night, after working three hours over¬ 
time, without acquainting anyone with our proceedings. We 
walked as far as Maidenhead (13 miles), rested about an hour, 
and then went on again. It came on to rain and continued for 
several miles; our ardour becoming as much damped as our 
clothes. When we got to Colnbrook we called up the innkeeper 
and got some refreshments; for we were cold, wet, and weary. 

We now began to see our folly, but said very little to each 
other, for the blame was entirely our own. Turn back we could 
not; we had lost our work, were miles away from home, and had 
no friends to advise us; footsore and desponding, with some sad 
reflections, we still went on till we reached the greatest city in the 
world. Neither of us had a friend to go to, nor a relative to 
assist in obtaining even a temporary lodging. The day wore on, 
and we kept our money in our pockets instead of buying anything 
to eat. We had no heart to speak to anyone, or to each other. 
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My conscience cried aloud, and seemed to say, “How much 
better to have been in the bakehouse at Reading.” 

Standing about in Knightsbridge for some hours, at last one of 
us broke silence by Saying, “What fools we were to leave a good 
situation, good parents, and good homes!” I truly repented of 
that wild-goose chase and rued my folly; but alas! the most 
bitter reflections seldom cured me of my faults. Sin and repent, 
then do the same or something on a par, has been my self- 
reproach all my life long, ’where God has not effected a cure. 

“No help in self I find.” 

It was clear to me that God chastised us in his providence, by 
the rain that came down and our gloomy feelings together. We 
agreed to return by rail to Reading that night; we got there 
about 5 a.m., hungry, and as full of guilt and shame as ever I 
felt in my life for any action. Neither of us could muster courage 
to go home till, pinched with hunger and cold, we had no alter¬ 
native. A more genuine repentance for a fault I never felt. I 
burst into tears as soon as indoors; not from dread of conse¬ 
quences, for a fond mother said the others led me astray, and 
father saw my fault had brought the punishment, and so it ended. 

Having nothing to do for a few weeks left me to wander about 
with others, till I got a situation as errand boy, to carry medicine 
to Dr. May’s patients. Here I was soon led into temptation by 
the lad who was there before me. He instructed me how to get 
a good draught of ale in the cellar, &c., so that sometimes I was 
nearly intoxicated before breakfast. This soon caused me and 
the apothecary to disagree ; and as he was of a morose disposition 
my faults were often reproved, but without effect. One thing, 
however, set me against the place more than all the rest,—I had 
to carry the basket on Sunday as well as week day. Through 
his forgetfulness on one occasion, I had to walk to Abourfield 
after dark at night, a journey of about five miles on a lonely road, 
to find a large mansion ; and after I had gone two or three miles 
there was no one to direct me. This-1 should not mention except 
to speak of the horrible feelings which possessed me as I went 
through a lonely wood. The howling winds, the rustling leaves, 
and the suggestions of evil spirits around me, were awful to my 
guilty conscience. How gladly I would have fled from my 
thoughts if possible. “ The wicked flee when no man pursueth.” 
(Prov. xxviii. 1 .) What a comment on the working of a guilty 
sinner’s mind when alone ! The harsh, severe way in which the 
apothecary dealt with my faults was not calculated to make me 
mend them. He boxed my ears early one morning ; so I ran out 
and returned no more. At this time I was only fourteen years of 
age, and the wickedness to which I had attained was rather beyond 
the average, owing to the example of a vicious companion, who 
took me to low pothouses to learn card-playing, &c. ; vices which 
held me until He who “ broke the serpent’s head ” broke its 
power in my enslaved will. Card-playing was my greatest beset- 
ment; and this led to other sins which held me until the day 
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and hour when Omnipotence said : “ Loose him, and let him go.” 
(Jno. xi. 44.) The same Power, “ who delivered me from the 
power of darkness, and translated me into the kingdom of his 
dear Son ” (Col. i. 18), did an effectual work*. Yet my experience 
has been much like that of Job, expressed in the words, “ I was 
made to possess the iniquities of my youth.” Notwithstanding, 
grace reigns. 

I had been working at the firm of Messrs. H. and P. again for 
some months, until one ungodly companion persuaded me to go 
with him and one or two others to get some chestnuts, instead of 
going to work; but they broke into a dwelling, and though I 
was out on the high road, I was arrested, because we had been 
seen together. I was released in a few days ; yet, though I lost 
my work on account of it and the bad companion, I lost none of 
my bad propensities, which lay within. 

Winter coming on, and work being scarce, I obtained a situa¬ 
tion for three days a week at a pork butcher’s, to assist another 
boy who worked all the week for one shilling and sixpence and 
his food. He left shortly after and I took his place. I kept 
it for a time and got a good character ; but in summer I was not 
required. This enabled me to obtain a situation at the Rev. 

R-’s; but so much confinement, and going to prayers every day 

and to church twice on a Sunday, with nothing but religious 
books to read in the afternoon, was irksome to my roving spirit, 
which hated solitude or loneliness. I was greatly surprised at my 
master’s conduct and irritability ; for the most trivial things 
moved him to anger, impatience, and rage. The religion of 
Jesus Christ could not be seen in him, according to my judgment. 
Indeed, he appeared deficient to the last degree. He taught 
others, but himself he taught not. I looked for a pattern of 
meekness, patience, forbearance, and godliness; because the 
Word says : “By their fruits ye shall know them.” (Matt. vii. 
10.) It was unwise of me to “look for grapes” on this thorn- 
bush, or “ figs from a thistle.” “ A corrupt tree cannot bring 
forth good fruit.” These “blind leaders of the blind ” never 
led one soul to heaven ; but millions have been led to destruction 
by all that wolfish fraternity, and will continue to be so led till 
“ He shall come whose right it is ” to reign in the hearts of his 
people. 

He came into the kitchen on a sudden one day and saw me 
playing with a piece of putty, when his wrath was greatly 
enflamed. He gave me my wages, and told me to pack up my 
clothes and leave the premises. I soon obeyed this injunction, 
and sent my things home to my mother, with a message that, as 
my room had to be whitewashed I sent them to her, fearing they 
would get soiled. 

I now made up my mind to tramp up to London and see 
whether I could get something to do. It was summer time, and 
as I had a few shillings, forty miles was not much of an obstacle. 
I obtained a good situation at a locksmith and belllianger’s ; and 

b 8 
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as they were much taken with my smartness, and the fact of my 
being a country lad, they promised me seven shillings a week, 
and meat and coffee for breakfast, as well as to teach me the 
trade. It has been a source of regret to me many a time that 
this opportunity was thrown away, more by my folly than any 
thing else. I was filled with shame and disgust on account of 
my lies and wickedness to a young girl and a motherly kind of 
woman who took me into her house ; the girl was her niece, and 
was of about the same age as myself. I told them I had come 
up to London seeking employment; that my father was dead and 
my mother was left with four other children besides me ; I was 
the eldest and, having nothing to do, I had walked to London to 
see if I could obtain anything. A policeman, a single man, was 
interested in me, got me the situation at the locksmith’s, and 
supplied me with food until I could earn some money, for I told 
them I had none. After a time he wanted to write to my mother 
for my Sunday clothes ; but this was much against my wishes, 
for, as he was a lodger in the same house with me, I should be 
proved to be a liar, as well as a gross deceiver, were the answer 
returned to him. 

Moreover, being a stranger to London I found it extremely 
difficult to find the streets and places at which to deliver articles. 
One would send me in one direction in reply to my enquiry, and 
perhaps the next would say I was altogether out of the way, 
which made it so long before I returned, and being very sensitive 
I was often quite ashamed. All this, together with many other 
things too numerous to relate concerning my follies, helped to 
decide me to leave my work in the middle of the week to go to 
Epsom races, after having been away from home only three 
weeks. When the races were over I went back to Heading. My 
parents had received a letter from the policeman, stating I was 
in a good situation, &c., therefore, my readers may judge their 
surprise to see me turn up in a few days after without either hat 
or cap ; for I had sold it at Epsom to get food. With all my 
faults they were glad to see me home again. Wliit-Monday fol¬ 
lowing the next week, I went out of town about two miles, to a 
revel held at an inn called the “ World’s End,” and the name 
was certainly ominous, judging by the works carried on there. 
As it was a road-side inn the ostler had a very good place, and 
made a good deal of money in the way of perquisites. Not feel¬ 
ing disposed to go home late at night, I slept in the skittle-alley, 
and was there ready for the next day’s amusement. I remained 
until Wednesday morning ; but why, I knew not, as there was no 
particular object in my mind just then. It was rather a chilly 
morning, and as I was moving about to keep myself warm the 
servant asked me if I had seen the ostler. I told her I had seen 
a young man leave awhile ago with a bundle under his arm. 
She concluded he had left, and asked me if I would drive her 
master’s mare and colt out of a neighbour’s cornfield; adding 
that her mistress would give me a pint of beer wdien she got up. 
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Wanting a job, and having a liking for the liquor, I soon brought 
the trespassing mare and colt into their owner’s paddock; which 
no doubt saved him a heavy fine and put me into favour. When 
the landlady got up the servant spoke of the good job I had done, 
making the most of it, for which the beer came forward with 
bread and cheese, and I made a hearty breakfast. They then 
asked me if I would clean some boots and shoes, knives and 
forks, and so forth ; and as they could see I was pretty well up 
in that line they considered the situation need be no longer 
vacant. The master asked me where and what had been my 
occupation; and told me he would instruct me about the horse, 
harness, &c.; all the other duties could be easily learnt. I soon 
found I had a good easy place, plenty of money, plenty to drink, 
and any amount of folly ; which temptations, with a suitable soil, 
produced most luxuriant weeds. The filth and ungodliness of 
this place made me a blackguard of no ordinary type. On one 
occasion I even disgusted an ungodly fellow; and on another 
received a kick from a man who was no better than he should 
have been! Never settled in my mind, my feet could never rest 
long in one spot, so I left this place and went to work on a new 
railway that was in progress, called the Newbury branch. 

For about two years I had no settled employment, but went 
roving about the country with loose, thievish companions, sleep¬ 
ing anywhere and living anyhow; a pest to society, a scourge to 
myself, and a great trial and burden to my parents, and the cause 
of many a tear from my poor mother’s eyes. Working only when 
it suited me, a few days at one job, a week or two at another, 
having no application for any one thing, and my mind always 
unsettled; sometimes at home, but oftentimes elsewhere; I 
escaped the law through lightness of heel on one or two occasions, 
but at last the stern hand of justice had me in its grasp. Being 
kept alone in a cell in Beading jail, after a few days it became 
very monotonous ; and as I was not able to sleep at night, owing 
to the inactivity of mind and body there was plenty of room and 
time for reflection. One thing was clear enough, “ my sin had 
found me out.” (Numb, xxxii. 23.) My days were spent in grief 
and tears, my nights in the most horrible torture of imagination, 
counting the long hours before midnight and the early hours after. 
As week after week dragged heavily by, till the day of trial came on, 
it occurred to my mind that God was almighty. If he would he 
could let me off with a lighter punishment than the crime deserved, 
say three or six months. I relate this black part of my sinful life 
to show that the vilest and worst of sinners can get a hearing of 
the omnipresent Jehovah, who does not disdain to hear the cry 
of the miserable and the wretched, though their transgressions 
may have procured their distress. I fell down before the God of 
heaven and earth, whom no walls can exclude, and who has 
mercy even for the guilty. I confessed my sin, but not as sin 
against a pure and holy God. I acknowledged my life had been 
wicked; but if he would give me a light sentence I would be a good 
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boy, go to cburcli on Sunday, say my prayers, &e., when liberated. 
Of course my blind notions led me to think a few dead works were 
enough to gain his favour, and a form of prayer, such as hung up 
ill my cell, said morning and evening would be pleasing in the 
ears of him who condemned all such life-service by his prophets, 
the Lord Jesus Christ himself, and his apostles. Yet how few 
there are who are enabled to really worship the Father in spirit and 
in truth. And if it could be fully proved, no doubt ninety-nine 
out of a hundred at this day would be found with no better 
religion than I was about to start out for the kingdom 
of heaven with. Are the Scribes and Pharisees extant or 
extinct? Do the workmonger and legalist still exist? Isaiah 
tells.us the real cause: “Forasmuch as this people draw 
near me with their mouth ; and with their lips do honour 
me, but have removed their heart far from me,” (xxix. 10.) 
Moses’ disciples! I pictured to myself the steady, moral young 
man I would be, with my Sunday cliurcli-going, with prayer book 
in hand, that others might see my exemplary life, and so forth ; 
and hoping the Lord would for these my resolutions, words, vows, 
and purposes, answer my petition. Well, he certainly answered, 
and gave me the request of my lips ; for the stern judge was 
made to relent and compassionate our case, and only sentenced 
us to one month, with some remarks, such as, “ ’Twas a pity to 
see two such nice young men in the felons’ dock ! ” The answer 
to prayer was only known to myself; I pondered over the matter, 
but it was soon forgotten as the time drew near to regain liberty. 
My formal prayers were not repeated, my Bible not read; and 
my heart, thoughts, and affections were all outside. I had read 
the Bible through during my imprisonment, but understood very 
little of it; for it was a sealed book indeed to me. Yet one thing 
I must not omit to speak of, respecting the suggestions of the 
devil; though he was not so well known to me at that time as 
after I had had much experience of his wiles, and had read the 
real description of his works in the parables of the Saviour and 
the Epistles of St. Paul. Whenever the part I was reading was 
a narration of the wickedness or unchaste acts of mankind, the 
enemy has seemed to be pouring into my mind such things as I 
could have revelled in, till I have been compelled to close the 
book. The Lord had given me an answer to prayer, no doubt to 
convince me that he could hear and answer irrespective of my 
promises ; for he knew well what my subsequent life would be ; 
just as well as he knew Peter’s resolutions would come to nought 
in the hour of trial. Perhaps it was my mercy that he left me 
to prove the truth of that Scripture which declares, “ The heart 
is deceitful above all things and desperately wicked; who can 
know it ? ” What a question for those who suppose they have a 
good heart! “I the Lord search the heart, I try the reins, even 
to give to every man according to his ways, and according to the 
fruit of his doiugs.” (Jer. xvii. 9, 10.) I found before the 
expiration of my time the resolutions to amend my life were 
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very feeble; but I had a mind not to go on as I bad done before, 
but to get some work and stick to it. 

I blush for shame, even now, at my conduct on the first night 
of my release. The old companions were sought for, and my 
sinful course was again taken up, instead of a better one. I 
went to work on the railway at Reading for a time; and from 
that up to Whetstone; but I was four or five weeks without doing 
anything there; for the weather was so bad I could not get a job. 

As I had no shoes nor boots to my feet, I got up from 
a bed of straw one night and wended my way back home. 
As I passed through Smithfield Market, London, an ob¬ 
ject of pity indeed, shoeless, my trousers having many rents, 
and but meanly clad in the upper part of my body, hungry, 
cold, and footsore through walking on a bad road, where 
the small stones cut my feet, with anything but a cheerful 
countenance or a good conscience, forty miles from home, and 
disliking to go even there in my deplorable condition, and not a 
friend to speak to ; yet, a kind God put it into the heart of a 
young man, who I think was going to work, to give me the 
bread and meat he was eating, and a penny. I did not notice 
him until he came directly towards me and thrust it into my 
hand. The Lord alone knew, besides myself, how much I stood 
in need of it. 

I tried to enlist as a soldier, but being a quarter of an inch 
below the standard I was rejected ; though an old soldier urged 
my youth as a good guarantee for my reaching it, for I was only 
seventeen, and stood five feet six and a quarter inches. “ There 
is a season and a time for every purpose under heaven ; a time 
to be born, and a time to die.” (Eccles. iii. 1, 2.) Doubtless 
this witness is true ; or else what a confusion all things, from the 
creation of the world to the end of time, would have been in ! 
The Scriptures abound with facts which would take me too far 
from my present course to prove, though Moses, Josiali, Gyrus, 
and the Lord Jesus Christ are ample witnesses to the point. 
(Ex. ii. 1-21; 1 Ki. xiii. 1, 2; Isa. xlv.; Jer. i. 5 ; Luke i. ii.) 
If such is the case respecting the Jim birth, how much more 
conspicuous as touching the second ! 

Peter was a fishing ; Levi was at the receipt of custom; John 
and James with their nets; Zaccliseus was up in the sycamore 
tree ; and Saul of Tarsus was on his mad journey to Damascus. 
The adulterous woman of Samaria went out to Jacob’s Well at 
an unusual hour to draw water; and Christ “ must needs go 
through Samaria ” to tell her of her wicked life, and of the living 
water which he could give. She found it welling up, and, for¬ 
getting her errand, left the waterpot and preached Christ; which 
preaching brought, perhaps, more believing souls to him than 
any man-made preacher ever did in a fifty years’ ministry. The 
Lord quickened her dead soul, there and then, into divine life, 
and many others at the same time, for their love to his glorious 
Person caused them to put up an earnest prayer, beseeching him 
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to tarry with them ; and “ he abode there two days.” 0, the 
condescension of the dear Son of God to those to whom he 
reveals himself! (Matt, xi.) 

My remarks in the foregoing are intended to show that, as the 
Lord had designed to meet with me on the plains of India in 
1854, in all certainty, and as that regiment would not be there at 
the time, it was not his purpose I should join. His purposes 
cannot be frustrated! “ He does as he pleases in the armies of 

heaven, and among the inhabitants of the earth, so that none 
can stay his hand, or say, What doest thou ? ” Is not this the 
solution as to why I did not go into the army at this time ? There 
is no chance work! I remained in London that night, and walked 
to Beading the next day, thirty-nine miles. 

My mother began to weep when she saw me all rags and filth. 
She brought me some clothes and boots the next morning, but I had 
to pick out six or seven small stones from my feet before I could get 
them encased in leather again. For several weeks I was still loafing 
about. I sought after no work; neither did anyone care to employ 
me, as my character was to some extent known. My parents often 
reproached me for living upon them in idleness ; but I was hard¬ 
hearted and unfeeling, and paid little heed until I began to think 
it would be much better if I were at work, keeping myself respect¬ 
able and living a decent kind of life. But how could I get employ¬ 
ment, or what should I be likely to stick at ? As I revolved the 
subject in my mind it struck me that the biscuit factory would 
suit me best, if they would take me on. But this obstacle presented 
itself in my thoughts : ‘ ‘ What account can you give of yourself 
for three or four years past ? ” In the evening of that day, passing 
by the factory on a message for some one, it struck my mind that 
“ With God all things were possible ; ” and if I prayed to him he 
could open the way for me to get there again ; though I had left, 
as related, under disgraceful circumstances. My desire to go to 
work there again increased as I looked at the building, and a 
prayer went out of my heart to him “ Who works all things after 
the counsel of his own will ” to be gracious to me this once, that I 
might amend my ways ; and a persuasion entered my mind that 
I had been heard, as my secret desire was made into a petition 
while I stood on the pavement. 

My motive in relating these things so minutely is, to encourage 
any poor sinner, however base and vile he may know himself to 
be, in any trouble or difficulty, grief or distress, to try what a 
few sincere lieart-breatliings will do for him when poured into the 
ears of the Lord God of Sabaotli. Prayer may be answered for 
temporal mercies, even apart from the grace of God being in the 
soul, to convince of his power, goodness, and veracity. (Jonah 
iii. 7.) 

In the following week my mother met the foreman, who, know¬ 
ing her, asked how I was getting on. She told him I was out of 
employment, and she would thank him if he would get me on 
again. A fe\v days after the heads of the firm sent for me and 
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wo agreed as to wages, so I went to work. For three months 
my conduct was tolerable, but my promises of leading a better 
life came to nought; though a gracious, prayer-hearing and prayer- 
answering God had given me a signal answer in his ordinary 
providence. 

I sigh while the pen just hints, and my conscience reflects, 
upon the subsequent wickedness of the next fifteen months. 0 
what an ungodly wretch I was ! The details are too horrible to 
relate ; too disgusting to commit to paper ; and too vile for any 
lover of morality to peruse. Suffice to say, the misery, the pain, 
the lashes of conscience, with many a secret sting, were verifying 
the word of God in me, with a witness : “ Therefore shall they 
eat of the fruit of their own way, and be filled with their own 
devices.” (Prov. i. 31.) Yet could I in no wise alter my course 
of drinking and gambling. 0, the wretchedness I often felt 
through the power and love of sin ! Yet if hell’s mouth had 
been open before me to engulf me in its awful abyss, or rolling 
billows of tormenting flame, I could not have rooted up or out 
that inveterate love of sin which was ingrained in every fibre of 
my constitution; yea, was my very life-blood ! O, the desperate 
love of sin that rules in sinner’s hearts, where grace reigns not! 
Where “ the strong man armed keeps his goods in peace,” till 
the “ stronger than he,” comes and dispossesses him. That the 
“ strong man armed ” is the devil himself is very evident (Matt, 
xii. 26-29); and however a poor deluded sinner may groan 
under the galling shackles that fetter him, he cannot cast out 
Satan. Where this tyrant has possession of the heart, neither 
vows, resolutions, strong desires, nor imprecations upon a man’s 
soul, will keep a sinful mortal from doing his behest. This 
was proved again and again by the writer, to his shame and 
astonishment. How often has he made the bitterest oaths, 
and called on God to witness, if he again committed certain sins! 
Yet has he broken the most solemn asseverations. “ Be aston¬ 
ished, 0 ye heavens,” at this; that God dealt not with me accord¬ 
ing to my folly, by bringing upon me what I called upon him to 
do if I sinned again as before ! And, “be ye horribly afraid,” ye 
that do the like, lest he should take you at your word. If this 
should meet the eye of any such, surely you could not accuse the 
Most High if he carried out your own contract. Be very careful 
of making promises, ye self-righteous, who say and do not; for 
all your “ idle words” and fair promises, only made to be broken, 
will have to be “given account of” at the day of judgment. 
(Matt. xii. 36, 37.) What a long catalogue of broken vows and 
idle religious twaddle will appear in the list of those whose re¬ 
ligion is only of the flesh ! Begun by themselves, carried on in 
their own strength, and no more acceptable to Him who is of 
purer eyes than to behold evil, approvingly, than Saul of Tarsus 
was when persecuting the saints of Christ, in his mad zeal in 
going to Damascus; yea, of purer eyes than to behold evil, and 
cannot look upon iniquity without the greatest abhorrence; though 
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Saul thought he was doing God service by blaspheming his Name, 
hating his Truth, and reviling his people. What blindness there is 
in the heart and over the eyes where only a natural religion exists, 
instead of a supernatural; where the creature learns of man, 
instead of the Almighty Creator implanting divine life in the soul, 
or causing the “ New Birth." Saul’s religion, at best, only made 
him an enemy to God and his people, whether he knew it or not; 
and, fearless of contradiction, I affirm that is all that a merely 
letter religion has ever done for a sinful mortal. Thousands in 
our day, with all the outward show of a chapel or church-going 
profession, are enemies to God by wicked works ; or what becomes 
of the parables of our Lord, who spake as never man spake, such 
as, the sower and the seed, the tares and the wheat, the leaven, 
and the net which gathered of every kind. Every careful reader, 
with a reflective mind, can see that the Scriptures abound with 
more denunciation against an ignorant, hypocritical profession, 
or deluded notions about the “ Holy One of Israel,” than against 
the openly profane. “ Publicans and harlots go into the Kingdom 
of Heaven” before “hypocritical mockers,” (Psalm xxxv. 16) 
who “ gnash with their teeth ” upon every real lover of Truth ; 
because the Truth abases man and exalts a long-suffering, sin- 
pardoning God, “who will by no means clear the guilty,” except 
through the precious blood of his dear Son. What thousands, 
yea, millions, are resting on anything or everything in the way 
of works, duties, alms-giving, supporting missions, and so forth 
for salvation, instead of the sprinkling of the precious blood of 
Christ upon the conscience.” (1 Pet. i. 2, 3.) What does one out 
of every ten thousand of carnal worshippers of our day know of 
being “ begotten again to a lively hope ? ” Ask them how they 
felt when they experienced the power of God quickening out of a 
death in trespasses and sins ? ” (Eph. ii.) Or the effect of “ hear¬ 
ing the voice of the Son of God, calling them from a state of being 
spiritually dead?” (John v. 25.) Ask them to tell you what 
“ New Birth ” sensations they have felt ? How the “ old things 
passed away, and all things became new?” (2 Cor. v. 17.) Or 
to describe how they were “ delivered from the power of dark¬ 
ness, and translated into the kingdom of God’s dear Son?” 
(Col. i. 13.) Methinks I hear them exclaiming, “ 0, what 
strange questions to ask! ” 

To return. My wicked and reckless conduct was telling on my 
constitution, and brought me upon a bed of sickness. My pains 
were excruciating, my senses seemed at times about to depart, and 
I lay raving and swearing like a raging maniac, so that I became 
a terror to my mother, and she begged me to desist, lest God 
should cut me off in that awful state of rebellion. Sleep was out 
of the question for some days and nights. The doctor was sent 
for, and under his treatment my health got better in a week or 
two ; but my moral character was not improved in the least 
degree ; it rather became worse, if that could be. 

One thing has often astonished me ; and that is, that my health 
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lias been so good for so many years ; my body without a blemish, 
and my children strong and vigorous; and it would astonish 
others if they knew what I am so conversant with myself. The 
solution with me is this, it is the mercy of my God to one of the 
basest of mortals. 

Looking back upon those days of vice, iniquity, and trans¬ 
gression, I conclude that nothing was so great a scourge to me 
as my ungovernable temper; for I often trembled at the awful 
language issuing from my polluted lips. I may relate the fol¬ 
lowing as one instance out of many: One day I accidentally broke a 
tea-cup, and my mother having a quarrel with me, said it was pur¬ 
posely done. This provoked me very much, and I said if she 
persisted in that declaration, I would break the one then in my 
hand. She repeated her accusation, and I was so exasperated that 
I dashed the cup from my hand, swore most bitterly, and hoped 
“ God would make me a corpse if I ever entered the house again.” 
l)o you say, “ Thank God, I am not like men of that stamp ? ” You 
may well thank him! But perhaps there may be some secret sins 
practised by you which are as provoking to his holy eyes as mine 
was to the ears of morality. Unless you can appeal to him “ who 
looks into the chambers of imagery and sees what is done in the 
dark” (Ezek. viii. 12), you had better keep your stone in your 
pocket. The law of God is the standard by which sin is measured: 
“ The law is spiritual, reaching to the thoughts and intents 
of the heart.” (Matt. v. 28.) “ All things are naked and open 

to the eyes of him with whom we have to do.” (Heb. iv. 12,18.) 

I went out and wandered about all day, as miserable as could 
be with a guilty conscience, dreading or fearing the wrath of God 
if I went home, yet having nowhere else to go. Who could tell 
but the fierceness of his anger might come down upon my guilty 
soul ? And, woe is me if it does ! This led me to ask him to 
liberate me from my oath. When my mother saw me, she asked 
me if I was not afraid to come indoors, as well she might. 

Some little time after this I again left home. I think father 
had said I should no longer come there. Going into lodgings, 
debts were contracted which were never paid, except in one or two 
instances, and that after ten or eleven years. They say the law 
has no claim for debts after so long a period. But the law of the 
Lord was my rule of life when I returned to my native town, 
though those years had elapsed. “ Owe no man anything ” had 
some weight with my conscience (Rom. xiii. 8, 9); and I more 
gladly paid when opportunity occurred than I contracted the debt 
when I was unprincipled enough to think all debts cancelled 
when I assumed the “red jacket.” Some marvelled at such 
folly as common honesty. 

All kinds of plans were formed in my mind to amend my ways; 
such as reading books, &c., instead of spending my time and 
wages at the pot-house in beer and cards. But nothing could 
attract my restless spirit to hold it steady, except one, which, if it 
could have been attained would, speaking after the manner of men, 
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have been effectual; for I could have practised any self denial for 
the sake of that one object. I lodged with an old neighbour of 
my parents who had a daughter about my own age of whom I 
was dotingly fond ; and as we were brought up as children 
together we knew each other well. I thought if she only knew 
how I loved her, and would love me in return, I could make any 
sacrifice for her sake ; and I learned some years afterwards that 
with all my faults she was not averse to me. She was a steady girl, 
of a fair countenance and well favoured; while I was such a bad 
character, and had a mean opinion of my personal attractions; 
so I entertained no hope of my affection being returned and 
never hinted at the matter. Moreover, it was never the purpose 
of Infinite Wisdom that we should come together; and, doubtless, 
it was a good thing too, for she feared not God. Even if it had 
turned out according to my desires it would only have been for¬ 
saking one idol for another; viz., my drink and companions for 
another creature, who loved sin in other ways. 

One good man has said “marriages are made in heaven;” 
those are brought together of all mankind, either by a special 
or ordinary providence, but all in accordance with God’s secret 
purpose. The Lord God brought Eve to Adam in a special way; 
and he directed Eliezer to the woman he had appointed for 
Isaac ; and before he could finish his piayer she was approaching 
to convince him that the God of heaven and earth, who- directed 
his steps, knew the whole transaction between him and his 
master, and that Rebekah was the very one he had ordained for 
the “ child of promise.” (Gen. xxiv. 12-15.) 

A few weeks previous to my entering the army I was iil in bed 
with severe pains in my head, arising from the abuse of intoxi¬ 
cating liquors and scarcity of food; for the funds were generally 
exhausted before Monday morning, and I lingered through the 
week upon what came to hand in the shape of food; such as 
biscuits, butter, or eggs, pilfered from the firm; but I got very 
little solid food. 

On one occasion, feeling the pangs of hunger, I resolved to 
break into my father’s house and, as they kept a store, to get a 
cargo to carry me on through the week. This plan I carried out 
by scaling a wall which enclosed the block of buildings adjoining 
my parents’ dwelling. In the morning I was discovered to have 
been there, for my cap fell off’, and as I was under the influence 
of drink it was left, and so gave a hint that their wicked son had 
paid them a nocturnal visit. My father would not believe I had 
been there because nothing was missing; and he further said., if 
I had been there I should have taken away the flitch of bacon 
hanging there upon the wall. Eventually it was fully proved by 
my brother who worked at H. and P.’s factory with me. I had 
been sick, as before stated, but feeling somewhat better, I went 
up to my parents’ house. My father coming in shortly after said 
“Hulloa, old gent, what do you do here?” and was approaching 
towards me to kick me out of the place. This I really deserved; 
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luil a fond mother interfering begged me to make my escape, as 
my father was very much incensed against me. So, making a 
spring over the counter, I was out of his reach before I fell into 
bis powerful grasp, or felt the weight of his heavy hand. I con¬ 
gratulated myself on my lucky escape ; for it is very certain the 
door would not have been darkened by my presence if I had 
known he was so near. He struck my mother—a thing he never 
did before in his life—and nearly broke her jaw. The blood 
Mowed from her mouth and she nearly fainted. This sad affair 
grieved me very much, more especially because I was the sole 
cause of it. 

The man with whom I principally worked was, of all men, 

I lie worst villain it was ever my lot to have for a companion. It 
is no wonder to me now that, under his tuition, I was a rascal of 

II ic worst sort. Though I shared with him in the same dissipa- 
Iion, I much disliked this monster in iniquity; and often I ex¬ 
perienced a disgust which cannot be described, and an aversion 
which is undefinable. To sum him up in a few words ; his un¬ 
clean talk knew no bounds, and his obscene expressions were of 
daily and hourly occurrence. He sought to gratify his selfishness, 
even though it entailed ingratitude to the best of friends ; and I 
never discovered one feature of true manliness in him. To plan 
how to obtain things upon credit, with the real intention of never 
paying, and for the sole purpose of selling or pawning to get 
money for his lust and drink (though he was a married man' 
seemed to occupy all his thoughts, and he would stick at nothing 
to hide his villany. He was older than myself and had been 
very well educated, but his iniquity had been more than a match 
for his better judgment, as in the case of the writer. He died a 
few years after, and, doubtless, “went to his own place ; having 
so deeply fallen by his own transgressions.” (Acts i. 25.) 

I got so tired of this child of the devil at last, also of my own 
ungodliness and all the surroundings of my state and way of life, 
that, to say I was heartily sick of it, is to say something hardly 
expressive enough. To alter was out of the question ; for I was 
indeed “ fast tied and bound with the chain of my sins,” and 
that without hope or remedy. Yet at times a secret impression 
was in my mind that I should pursue a better way of life at some 
future period. That God must have been the author of such an 
impression seems to be an obvious conclusion, for there was 
nothing to indicate such a change, either within or without. 

One Saturday I went with my brother “villain,” as we termed 
each other, and rightly too, to get some beer during our dinner 
hour. As I sat there it began to revolve in my mind what steps 
1 should take to leave Heading ; as I was almost ashamed to be 
seen in the town by daylight. An agreement had been entered 
into between another young man and myself to go to Banbury on 
the Monday, but he had gone on Friday. Being disappointed of 
this, and feeling a desire for a change of life, it struck me that if 
I enlisted into the army they would take care of me; at any rate, 
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food, clothes, and shelter were ensured, obedience was enforced 
by martial law, irregularity was punished, and this would be an 
incentive to comply with the rules and regulations of the service; 
the result I looked forward to was that with good discipline 
I should become steady, sober, and altogether a reformed charac¬ 
ter. And, indeed, I might have risen had my obstinate temper 
been left behind and a new heart been given me. But, alas! 
Alas !! Owing to the presence of the one and the absence of the 
other, I was debarred from every good which was open to me, 
even in the army; but more of this anon. 

After I had made up my mind, I told my chum my decision, 
and no persuasion of his could turn my mind. He had often in¬ 
duced me to change about things when I had determined about 
them, but in this instance it was a failure; and enlist for a 
soldier I would, as I knew my height would pass the standard. 
At six o’clock I got my wages, and the head of the firm sent for 
me and remonstrated about my bad conduct, which had come to 
his ears that afternoon. It is most probable that I should have 
been discharged if I had not framed a lie in extenuation of what 
he spoke about. The foreman, who so kindly got me taken back 
into their employ, said he had more trouble with me than all the 
rest put together. This was a poor return, it must be admitted, 
even to man ; then what base returns to God! But no account 
was taken of that. 0, ungrateful youth ! Other lessons had to 
be learned of my base origin in the Adam Fall before any real 
gratitude would ever issue out of such a corrupt mass of vileness. 
The tree had to be made good before the fruit could be good! 
The wild olive had to be grafted, contrary to nature, into the 
good olive tree, and so partake of its fertile root and fatness, 
before any such grace as gratitude to God for any favours 
received could be experienced by me. (Rom. xi. 15-24.) “Let 
favour be showed to the wicked, yet will he not learn righteousness] 
in the land of uprightness will he deal unjustly, and will not be¬ 
hold the majesty of the Lord.” (Isa. xxvi. 10.) What a com¬ 
ment upon thousands is the last-cited portion! Did I say 
thousands ? Yea, everyone in whom grace reigns not “through 
righteousness ” (imputed, implanted, and bearing acceptable 
fruit) “unto eternal life, through Jesus Christ.” For the Scrip¬ 
tures recognize but two classes in the world—the righteous and 
the wicked. All are wicked and full of guile, self-deception, and 
hypocrisy, who have not in some measure been blessed in 
accordance with Ps. xxxii. 1,2; Rom. iv. 6-8. Ignorance of a 
fact does not alter it! 

I now made my way to an old companion of mine, and we both 
agreed to go and enlist; but when I had enrolled myself he 
backed out. There is no doubt the Loid had a purpose in thus 
parting us for ever; and glad I was that he was not in my 
regiment when my conversion took place, as he would have been 
a greater snare than any other man. 

Having successfully passed the standard in regard to height, &c., 
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and having gone through the formality of replying affirmatively 
to the questions, “ Are you free, able, and willing to serve in 
Her Majesty’s 52nd Regiment Light Infantry for a period of 
ten years?” the shilling was given, and my military career com¬ 
menced at the age of eighteen years and nine months. 

When I had passed the doctor’s examination, was sworn in, 
and received my daily pay, it came to my mother’s ears that I 
was really a soldier. She cried very bitterly when she realized 
that we should part in a few days, and, for aught we knew, 
for ever. I wonder, even now, how she could shed tears over 
such a base, ungrateful boy, as the one-tenth of my evil returns 
for her kindness has not been related. Father smiled, and was 
doubtless glad that I was going away, for I was only a disgrace 
to the house. Yet I am persuaded he, at the bottom of his 
heart, had a father’s love still. 

Having now a son of my own, I can understand how hard it 
is for a father, who has a father’s heart, to part with a son of his 
own begetting, however bad or corrupt: “0, Absalom! my 
son ! my son ! ” was wrung out of the agonized heart of King 
David; while he felt he would rather have died in his son’s stead. 
It is with deep, heartfelt gratitude that I find my son, at the age 
of fifteen, does not show the evil propensities which his father did 
at that age; but reads his Bible, attends the Sunday-school, is a 
good boy at work, and does not care for sight-seeing, &c. But 
some of the seeds of sin are, and have been, manifest at times, 
of a kind not to be mistaken, for “ How can a clean thing come 
out of an unclean?” (Job xiv. 4.) Yet the injunction has been 
practically carried out, “ Chasten thy son while there is hope, 
and let not thy soul spare for his crying.” (Prov. xix. 18.) A 
good example is the best incentive to children; and I believe 
that this and the rod together, used with discretion, are the best 
methods of ensuring obedience and affection; not that foolish 
fondness that shuts the eye to every fault, however glaring and 
needing correction. My fears have often arisen lest the Lord 
should correct me by making our children a scourge to us, as my 
consistency before them has not always been all that I could 
desire. My prayer to Almighty God has been, when conscience 
upbraided, “ Lord, don’t let my faults bring that rod ! ” Thanks 
be to his Name, my children are good and moral—one married 
and doing well, another at service. Yet in none have any 
signs of conversion been manifested, for which many a petition 
goes up. It is evident morality and cliapel-going are not serving 
the Lord ‘‘in newness of spirit,” but in the “oldness of the 
letter,” as the Holy Ghost, by the Apostle Paul, terms it. 
(Rom. vii. 6.) Pardon this digression. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Leaving Reading, my native town, for London, and tlien 
proceeding to Liverpool to join my regiment, did not produce 
any joyous feelings. A gloom was over me for which I cannot 
account. This feeling possessed me while we stayed in London 
two days, receiving seven shillings and sixpence bounty-money 
there. I went to Astley’s Theatre, but the great attractions of 
that rendezvous of the devil had no influence on me to dispel 
my sadness. “ There is no peace to the wicked, saitli my God.” 
We went to Liverpool on the Friday to join the regiment—two 
or three others and myself. The sergeant-major took a sort of 
fancy to me after he had asked a few questions, thinking me 
to be a smart young man, and one who would make a good 
soldier; for I had a strong frame and a well-developed chest, 
two requisites to the making of a hardy warrior. The adjutant 
was partial as well, and the colonel liked my appearance. My 
own company was on detachment, letter “H,” and I became 
attached to “ A ” till “ H ” came off. I was told off to a room 
where there was a townsman of mine. I knew his brother, but 
not himself. He made a great fuss with me, and I, being well 
stocked with low wit, was a bit of a favourite with all hands. 
This was not for long, however, for my saucy mouth soon 
brought me into disrelish with old soldiers; they thinking, and 
rightly too, that I was beyond my age. The next day I was 
served with my regimentals, and was as proud as a peacock when 
I had got them on and went out of the barracks into town with 
my comrade. He took me to a disreputable place, which, as it 
rises before my memory now, seems a little hell upon earth. 
The language, the Satanic physiognomy, and the wild uproar 
were unequalled in the quiet town of Reading. A month passed 
away pretty well, excepting a fall out I had with another recruit, 
who found out that my way of settling disputes was with the 
fist and discolouring eyes. The adjutant asked me the next day 
why I blackened the man’s eye. I told him he threatened to strike 
me, and I prevented him by giving the first blow. At this he smiled 
and walked away. My conscience told me then I was at fault, 
and so it does now, for he was a quiet, inoffensive young man. 
My ignorance of my faults, and my pride not bearing to be told 
about them, made even my well-wishers condemn me. I had a 
great deal of knapsack and punishment drill to undergo, as my 
slang and replies to non-commissioned officers soon began to 
leak out. Indeed, my self-will would not let good counsel enter 
my mind, and my townsman was not sorry when I joined my 
own company, as it came in from the Isle of Man on January 
7tli, 1851, to proceed to Ireland. In my own company I found 
the old soldiers soon disliked me for my want of decency and 
decorum. The pay-sergeant of the company took quite a dislike 
to me ; and no wonder, for he was a moral, good-living man, 
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with a profession of religion, and was not altogether unac¬ 
quainted with my ungodliness. 

We crossed the Irish Channel in January, having a very rough 
passage. It became my duty to carry the bread and cheese of 
three others with my own, as we were in mess together. Sea¬ 
sickness was prevalent with the majority; but hunger was 
my complaint, and during the night I managed to get rid 
of the victuals. I ate the portion belonging to my comrades 
as well as my own, for, as they were so sick, I thought 
they, would not want it. The next day, when they found 
there was nothing to satisfy the cravings of hunger, they were 
much vexed, especially as a march was before us. We re¬ 
mained in Dublin that day, and went on to Roscrea the next; 
forty miles by train, and nine to march, with full kit on my 
back, which I found to be no joke, for my feet were tender. 
Before we proceeded on the march the next day a court-martial 
was held, and two men were flogged for being drunk on the line 
of march. They received fifty lashes each ; rather severe, I 
thought, for taking a little too freely of drink. This rather 
staggered me, and I hoped I might never come in for such a 
“ dose of bitters ” after an indulgence. We were stationed at 
Birr for about two months ; and as I was somewhat settled in 
my mind, if I had been let alone no doubt some better line of 
conduct would have appeared. As I took a great delight in 
keeping myself clean, the sergeant-major often pointed out my 
appearance to the recruits as a pattern ; who, as they had been 
complained of so frequently, had to be put under other soldiers 
to be initiated, but nothing of the kind was said about me. 
Whether from a mistake or tyranny I don’t know, but my pay- 
sergeant gave another old soldier a charge respecting me. This 
my pride could not brook; therefore the man would have 
nothing to do with me. In this we were agreed; for I thought 
common sense sufficient for all knowledge of discipline. I was 
convinced of my error by experience. None cared to inform me 
where or when I was wrong, as tractability was not an article on 
hand with me, and many a check on parade was the result. 
The sergeant in command of the room could see I was a crooked 
stick ; and where pow T er and authority exist they are sure to be 
exerted to a greater or lesser extent for the gratification of the 
possessor ; moreover, there was no lack of tyranny on the part of 
the non-commissioned officers. 

We were en route for Limerick in two months after, where 
we were stationed a year. I got into many little scrapes ; once 
it was through fighting in the cook-house, and I got two days’ 
confinement to barracks. I kept myself from intoxicating 
liquors, and was saving up to go on furlough in the ensuing 
winter. During the summer I was once in the hospital, and in 
great danger of terminating my mortal existence. My fears were 
very great, which caused me to get out of bed one night and beg 
of God to send me some relief; I prayed in earnest, too, on my 
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bended knees. The answer came in a short time, and I resumed 
my duties. So I found the Great Physician was at no loss for 
the remedy. A stoppage of the bowels was the complaint. 

The petty tyranny of my pay-sergeant made me much dis¬ 
gusted with the service, and my mind was fully made up to 
desert when on furlough, as I intended to go in the first lot that 
were privileged. “ There are many devices in the heart of man ; 
nevertheless, the counsel of the Lord, that shall stand.” The 
letter “A” of this truth I learned in what followed. Orders 
came out in October that ten men in each company could have 
furlough. I sent in my name, and it was made out and signed 
by the colonel. This being now the middle of the week, the 
following Monday should have put me in possession of it. On 
the Friday we went to target practice ; the incessant rains had 
caused the roads to be very muddy, which made the legs of my 
trousers so bedaubed that I could not get them dry in time for 
guard-mounting parade on the Saturday. I had lost the stopper 
of my musket and could not borrow one. These two faults, if 
faults they may be called, disqualified me for the duty of going 
on guard. The sergeant-major would have looked with a lenient 
eye upon it and passed it over, but the pay-sergeant was too ill- 
disposed towards me to do so, so he turned me back, which was 
a disgrace. I expressed a wish that a bitter curse had befallen 
me before ever I entered the service. This shocked his religious 
feelings; he sent me to the guard-room, made out my 
crime in black and white, and I went before the colonel on 
Monday morning. He, being a man of some religious prin¬ 
ciples, said, “ Suppose God had done what you wished, what 
would have become of you ? ” This question was a reproof which 
affected me more than the punishment he awarded, and would 
doubtless have had a salutary effect had he shown mercy with 
admonition, as I felt sorry for my fault, and told him so. 
He was inflexible, and gave me fourteen days’ confinement to 
barracks, with drill. He also informed me that my furlough was 
already made out, and the next morning I could have gone to 
see my friends had not my crime deprived me of the privilege. 
If vent could have been given to my grief-stricken heart in a 
flood of tears it would have been a great relief, but my surround¬ 
ings prevented that. Having money, and not being able to get 
outside to spend it, one of my comrades smuggled in some 
whiskey for me a few days after, as my next device was to drown 
my thoughts in drink. But it stood not, for I broke the bottle 
when taking down my bed, just before tattoo time. The 
sergeant of the room underneath had his bed just under mine, 
and he received the contents of the bottle through the floor. 
When he came in he smelt the liquor and could see from whence 
it came; so he told the non-commissioned officer in charge of 
ours that he thought some smuggling was going on. Search 
was made, the broken bottle discovered, and I was sent to the 
guard-room, receiving as a punishment fourteen days’ knapsack 
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tliIII in addition to my other. I consoled myself by having a 
" |(ou>l iiproe ” when I did get’out of barracks again, which 
lirutiglit, another dose of bitters in the end. 

Many plans and schemes for deserting my regiment had been 
tnrinnd in my mind ; yet none seemed likely to succeed, as others 
IiiiiI failed with better facilities, so it was given up for the present, 
When I,ho time of my punishment had expired, 1 went out with 
I ivn nr three others and remained absent from barracks one or 
I wn nights, returning on December 24th. To punish me, the 
imlnnol sent for us at an unseasonable hour and gave me seven 
■ In yn' solitary confinement in the cells, fourteen days’ knapsack 
ih lll, and seven days’ confinement to barracks, making a whole 
ninnth. When alone, and all my hair had been cropped off like 
a I'olim, reflection began to work; and the snubbing about by the 
provost-sergeant, together with being deprived of my share in the 
(lliristmas carnival, left me somewhat forlorn; my feelings at 
I hn time are not yet forgotten. When the seven days' “ cells ” 
wui'o completed I returned to my duties, and I experienced some 
I litter feelings one night when on duty as sentry. Much of the 
past, even from boyhood, and the many troubles I had brought 
upon myself through sin, passed before me ; but the last two or 
three months were more prominently before my mind. My bad 
language had deprived me of seeing my father and mother, and 
they were as much disappointed as I was. Conviction came to 
n ly mind that God had frustrated my designs of desertion by 
letting my mouth utter perverse things. 

“ He that planted the ear, shall he not hear ? He that formed 
the eye, shall he not see ? He that chastisetli the heathen, shall 
not he correct ? He that teacheth man knowledge, shall not he 
know?” “The Lord knowetli the thoughts of man, that they 
arc vanity.” (Ps. xeiv. 9-12.) Yes ; whether the king walking 
in pride at Babylon (Dan. iv. 35), or the private soldier at his 
lonely post in Ireland. My object was as much to me, as a man, 
as his was ; for he was nothing more, and vanity is its estimate. 
If is added, “ Blessed is the man whom thou cliasteneth, 0 Lord, 
and teacheth him out of thy law.” In this light I was led to 
look upon what had befallen me, though as ignorant of the fore- 
cited Scripture as though it bad not been written. How few 
lind out that divine perfection, viz., the omniscience of God, by 
the frustration of their well-laid plans ! This or that man, this 
or that circumstance, made it a failure. Every second cause is 
acknowledged, and the First Great Cause tacitly ignored. If a 
man professing godliness knows nothing of God’s omniscience by 
painful experience, ho can have but little confidence when pray¬ 
ing to him for any particular blessing ; this is clear, without 
controversy. Yet if you watch the actions of most professors, 
hear their conversation in general, and consider their love of 
money, the world, and all things in it, with their indirect lying 
in business matters, the only rational and Scriptural conclusion 
to be drawn is—they practically say, “ The Lord seetli not, 
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neither doth the God of Jacob regard it.” 0, the atheism that 
lurks beneath a Sunday religion, where the Searcher of hearts is 
not teaching out of his law, is awful to witness in all the walks 
of life! But this great secret, ‘‘Thou understandetli my 
thoughts afar off,” I had painfully revealed; and though not 
lasting in its impression, it was effective for the present in its 
action. 1 lodged my musket in the sentry-box, wept, knelt 
down, and sobbed and prayed to be kept from so much wickedness, 
which made me only a burden to myself. This was done several 
times during the two hours. To be kept from uttering such 
awful oaths and curses was doubtless part of the petition put up ; 
it was hated, yet not forsaken. 

Perhaps some strong-minded moralist may say, “ Surely you 
could curb your tongue, or tame it?” James says, “No!” 
“ The tongue can no man tame; it is an unruly evil, full of 
deadly poison.” (iii. 8.) Even if the Holy Ghost by James had 
not said so, it was to me a fact which I painfully realized. Not¬ 
withstanding all this, no real religion was in my heart; nor 
had I any abiding sense of what sin is in the eyes of Infinite 
Holiness. We went on detachment for a couple of months at 
Rathkale; and if all the soldiering had been as that was it could 
have been borne well, as little or no discipline was kept. The 
non-commissioned officers were left to themselves in a great 
measure ; we were not at drill or parade more than once a day, 
and breaches of discipline were connived at. In March the 
regiment received orders for Dublin, and consequently our good 
times came to a close; now was the time for hard duty, field- 
days, pickets, &c.; which made the time appear anything but 
monotonous. 

I began saving up my money through the summer, hoping to 
get a furlough the next winter ; but just before the time came 
round I was a little late for parade one morning, having severe 
pains in the stomach, and the officer gave me a day to barracks’ 
confinement. 1 swore I would not do it, and consequently I 
was taken before the commanding officer, who gave me twenty- 
one days to barracks, and fourteen days’ knapsack drill. Here 
was a case like that of some people who go to law, pay lawyers a 
lot of money, and then come out second best. All prospect of a 
furlough was again cut off for that year ; neither was there any 
chance of deserting my regiment; so for the present it was given 
up. Being a good shot, I was sent to pigeon-house barracks to 
practice the Minie rifle for a few weeks; and as we had much 
liberty, I was not slack to take advantage of it, but escaped 
getting into trouble. What money I had saved was soon spent 
in intoxication; and after I got back with my company, in 
January, 1853, the regiment changed barracks. Here I got into 
serious trouble shortly after, through an old soldier asking me 
to catch his boots at the street window, and go and pawn them 
for him. Fool-like I did so; but, as the pawnbroker would 
neither take them in pledge nor return them I kicked up a row. 
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and would not leave tlie shop till he sent for a policeman to take 
me away. When the constable came, I explained my case and 
the pawnbroker his. The policeman said, “ I see no cause to 
arrest him”; but the other insisted upon it. For my part, I 
pretended I was willing to go to the station ; but at the same 
time I was determined not to go ; for I had a strong aversion to 
such a billet, and fully intended to make my escape on the road 
thither if a good pair of legs, a light heel, and opportunity 
served. We had not proceeded far before I gave a side spring, a 
bound to the front, and in the darkness of the night was soon a 
few paces in advance of my pursuers, with the hue and cry of 
“ Stop thief ” behind me. I shot up a narrow passage where 
some boys were at play, and stood stock still in an angle of the 
wall, almost breathless. The boys began out of curiosity to come 
near, to see what was my object. I motioned to the biggest 
boy to keep on with their play. He took the hint, and they 
were busily engaged when the policemen passed within two yards 
of my retreat. Though on the right track, the ruse of the boys 
put them off the scent, so that in a few minutes they went away, 
to my comfort and consolation ; for I thought all was over with 
only the loss of the boots, which was a trifle in comparison to a 
prison. I have related this rather minutely because of the 
lesson I learned afterwards : “ For the eyes of God are upon the 
ways of man, and he seeth all his goings. There is no darkness 
nor shadow of death, where the workers of iniquity may hide 
themselves.”—when he is determined to bring it to light. (Job 
xxxiv. 21, 22.) v 

It has been my mercy to learn the doctrines of the Bible by 
experience first, and to understand the import of the doctrines 
afterward. But thousands assent to the doctrines of the Bible 
who cannot tell you how one single doctrine has been worked 
out in a painful or pleasurable way ; and this assent leaves them 
as dead to God, in trespasses and sins, and in a profession, as 
they were before. These are Jude’s “ twice-dead ” characters, 
who feed on the letter of Truth without fear; taking the promises 
to themselves without their being applied; whose fruit witheretli, 
being “carried about by winds” of error and delusion; who. 
in the end, are “plucked up by the roots”; ready for what? 
“ To whom is reserved the blackness of darkness for ever.” 
(12, 13.) “ 0 Jude, how uncharitable !” say some. 

When I had found my chum in a certain place of bad repute 
and rehearsed all that had befallen me, he began to abuse me 
because he had lost his boots, and there were no funds on hand 
to help us through the night. 

The next morning I went into barracks and straight to the 
guard-room ; knowing that was my receptacle for absence without 
leave ; for which the colonel gave me seven days’ knapsack drill, 
and seven to barracks. The next day I was for guard, and there 
was some misgiving in my mind lest the past transactions 
should come to light in any way ; though it seemed improbable, 
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as my name was not known and the regiment lay in detach¬ 
ments all over the city. But the regimental number of the 
owner was stamped on the inside of the boots, and he was 
soon traced and went before the colonel. He told the 
officer he had them stolen when in a store making a purchase 
as he was bringing them home from being repaired. The mystery 
was, where was the escapee ? All the companies of the regiment 
had been paraded and closely scrutinized by the policeman and 
the pawnbroker and his assistant; but they could identify none. 
I happened to be on a post on sentry near the barrack gate, 
but yards enough away from close observation. When they came 
to look through my company they stood nearer my post than was 
comfortable for me ; for they were unsightly visitors to me. 
Doubtless they would have recognized me over and over again, 
only being in full dress, with shako, and fully accoutred, I evaded 
their scrutiny by taking not the slightest notice of them, walking 
smartly up and down, and keeping my visage from their gaze. 
The two hours of sentry duty having expired I was relieved and 
went into the guard-room. Over an hour was spent amongst 
my company by the pawnbroker’s party with no success, and they 
were on the point of giving it up. Now the sergeant of the 
guard sent me and another for the coals for the night. I felt 
persuaded all was lost if I appeared outside before the others had 
left; but to avoid going for the coals no excuse could be framed ; 
and as we had to go across the barrack yard it was to me as 
though I were already discovered. My fears were not groundless, 
for in five minutes I was a prisoner in the guard-room. In going 
across the yard, the sergeant-major with the pawnbroker and his 
assistant issued forth, giving it up as a bad job, but coming 
nearer to me than by any preceding movement. As I went on 
with my companion apparently unconcerned the party closely 
scanned us, when the pawnbroker remarked that I looked like 
the man they were seeking. The sergeant-major said, “Halt, 
those two men! ’’ We were confronted, and the pawnbroker said 
to his assistant, “ That is he.” To which I replied, “ You had 
better put out your hand, old gent, and feel if you are in bed;” 
inferring he must be dreaming. “ Ah! That’s he ! I want no 
more of your London tricks,” said the pawnbroker, referring to 
the abuse and threats of the preceding night, when I bullied and 
swore, and was about to spring over the counter and take the 
boots by force if he did not give them up. My speech now 
bewrayed itself and all was up with me. 

The next morning we were had up before the colonel and the 
man of usury was a swift witness against me; and I had guilt as 
well, fastened by God in my conscience. He related the affair; 
when Colonel Forester, turning to me said, in a mild tone, “Well, 
Witts, what have you to say to this?” I thought he was in a 
conciliatory mood, but his manner was assumed in order to elicit 
the truth from me ; for on one occasion, which I have not men¬ 
tioned, as I did not want to swell the pages with matter unin- 
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teresting to the reader, I was severely punished for telling him 
a lie. I knew a lie was of no use here, the matter was as 
clear as noonday; so I told the whole affair from first to 
last, exonerating the man of loans. The piercing glance of 
this stern officer in command was fixed on me as he said, 
“I will try you both by a court martial.” I think he said, a 
“ district court martial; ” and this is just where he had ven¬ 
geance taken out of his hand ; though at the time I had no 
hope but it would surely be as he said. I was thrust into a 
solitary cell, with the rats for my companions; nocturnal 
visitants I thoroughly detested. While reflection, bringing 
condemnation and guilt, and causing me to rue my folly, aroused 
voices which made anything but sweet music within. “ I have 
stepped my foot into it this time,” I thought to myself, “ and I 
must abide by the consequences.” 

The thought of remaining two or three months in a military 
prison was horrible to contemplate, for the experience of it had 
been related to me by those who had been there. The starva¬ 
tion, the excessive labours of the day, the pinching cold at night, 
with other forms of punishment, were brutal, to say the least of 
it, to my mind ; and it seems so even now. The next day 
passed without my getting the copy of the charge against me, for 
which I could not account. The day following no copy came to 
hand. Even the delay had some secret consolation for me, 
which I cannot explain. I was turning it over in my mind, and 
reproaching myself for not breaking off from my sinful ways; 
for free-will and human power had not then received their death¬ 
blow. God himself has propounded the question, “ Can the 
Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his spots ? then may 
ye also do good, that are accustomed to do evil.” (Jer. xiii. 23.) 
Alas, for me ! This truth was stamped upon every act of my 
existence; and none but a conceited fool like myself but would 
have seen that help must come from a source other than my own. 
“ Though thou sliouldest bray a fool in a mortar among wheat 
with a pestle, yet will not his foolishness depart from him.” 
(Prov. xxvii. 22.) “ If I get out of this,” I said to myself, “ no 

more will I carry on as before ; the church or chapel shall be 
my resort on a Sunday,” with other pleasing dreams. Day 
after day went by and no word about the court martial was 
heard. The thought now struck me, whether I could not pray 
with some degree of earnestness to the God of heaven and earth ; 
feeling as I did, with some humility of soul, he had all hearts in 
his hand, controlled all events, and presided over all the affairs 
of men, and he could deliver me from this court martial. My 
prayer was put up with covered face. A persuasion worked 
that I w T as heard, and many promises of amendment were made ; 
only to be broken as before. The Lord knew all about this 
issue and gave me a hope in his mercy ; He was propitious to a 
self-condemned wretch, who had nothing to recommend him but 
his misery. 
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After seven days of anxiety and suspense we were had up before 
the colonel, who began thus: “I have received an answer from 
the general in command ; and, concerning your court martial, 
he says he will not grant it, as you are a young soldier. Now, 
as you told me the truth, I myself will not punish you, but let 
this be a warning to you not to do the like again.” To my 
mind, an explanation like this could be given to account for many 
of the answers to prayer for temporal mercies, among the 
“ Brethren,” but which is altogether distinct from a work of 
grace in the soul.* Addressing the other culprit, he said : “ As 
you told me a lie, a month to barracks with seven days’ cell is 
your punishment.” 

No poor condemned wretch that ever escaped the gallows by 
reprieve could feel more thankful than I did for a short time to 
the Almighty God, who had heard and answered prayer in such 
a remarkable way and manner. I went to my room (it was 
empty, all then being on morning full parade) and fell on my 
knees, with as hearty thanks, a praising tongue, and grateful 
soul, as any merely natural man or mortal could well possess, to 
adore him who is the Lord of hosts and God of armies. “The 
general will not grant a court martial,” said Colonel Forester; 
but the fact was, the captain of the Lord’s host would not; and 
there the matter ended; for even the punishment I was under¬ 
going was remitted also. The officer said he forgave me because 
I had told the truth, but I did not merit it as a lover of truth ; 
it was done by the Lord, irrespective of any merit, in the same 
way as he forgave one of the thieves, “ having mercy on whom 
he will have mercy.” 

Now, perhaps my readers are looking to read of a reformation 
of some kind after such a conspicuous display of the divine inter¬ 
position. To my shame, I must confess I was cursing and 
swearing before dinner-time. Poor, ungodly Tom I remained. 
No divine life was implanted in my soul. The life-giving power 
of the voice of the Son of God had not reached me ; the hour for 
that all-important event had not arrived; therefore I had not 
“passed from death unto life.” (Jno. v. 24, 25.) “Verily, 
verily I say unto you, he that liearetli my words, and believeth 
on him that sent me, hath everlasting life, and shall not come 
into condemnation, but is passed from death unto life.” I had 
gone to him in my distress, and obtained a deliverance; yet, like 
Israel of old, neither “ judgment nor mercy could turn the wild 
ass of the wilderness.” (Jer. ii. 24, 25.) I loved my sins, and 
said, “ There is no hope of my ever becoming religious in the 
army, however desirable.” I went to a Wesleyan chapel the 
following Sunday ; but it was such a dry dish to me that I went 
no more. I soon got into trouble again, being, as usual, under the 
influence of liquor, and fighting in the barrack room. I got the 

* The Orphanage at B., worked by Mr. Miiller and his friends, may be, to 
my mind, thus accounted for ; but is the grace of God implanted in the soul 
by it? 
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worst of it too, for I liad twelve days’ confinement to barracks, 
besides the severe bruising from my antagonist. I believe the 
fault was all on my side, and it served me right. 

We were now under orders for India, and the regiment pro¬ 
ceeded to Cork to embark. We lay there about a month making 
preparations. Two incidents occurred during that short period; 
one causing me reproof and shame, the other many fears. One 
Sunday, when out of barracks, I went into a low whiskey den, 
where a young soldier was trying to sing a song but broke down; 
but as I joined in the chorus the lasses urged me to go on with 
it. To gratify them I attempted ; conscience roared aloud at the 
profanity, so I became disgusted with the dancing and revelry 
and took my departure from that “devil’s rendezvous.” 

While under the influence of drink one night I was taken to a 
house by a young prostitute, and in the morning found myself 
minus my boots. There were two other men of my own corps 
who knew the folks. I began to kick up a row because my boots 
were not to be found and was going to throw one of the girls 
down stairs, as I was liable to a court martial. My comrades 
pacified me by saying they would get one of their chums to go to 
my knapsack and get out my other pair and send them if I would 
be quiet. It was certainly a doubtful thing with me whether 
they would succeed or not, knowing the difficulties attending the 
attempt. Howbeit, it was achieved to my no small relief. As 
we were to embark in a few days I could rub along till we got on 
the other soil. The major, whose name was Campbell, was pro¬ 
moted to the rank of colonel. He gave me rather a heavy dose 
for my absence without leave; some days’ cell, and knapsack 
drill. One of my own company was in the cells with me, who, 
having some tobacco, shared it with me. This man, when in 
India some two years after, was swearing most dreadfully one 
night when I was in prayer before retiring to rest; for this con¬ 
duct I boldly reproved him, which reproof he accepted. In a few 
months after he became a praying man himself, but he could 
neither read nor write, so I became his teacher in the letter of 
Truth, and the Spirit of Truth taught him, I believe, the essen¬ 
tials of salvation. 

In July we embarked from Cork and sailed down the Cove. 
My feelings were very keen, as I had not seen my father nor 
mother since I left home, and in all probability would never see 
them again ; for I thought war, pestilence, or disease might cause 
me to find a soldier’s grave. My tears ran rather copiously for 
such a hardened fellow as I was as we left Erin’s Isle behind ; 
but the tossing up and down on the mountain waves of the 
Atlantic soon tossed all thoughts of home to the winds. 

I was brought before the captain of the company once on the 
voyage for disobedience of orders. He had been newly appointed 
captain and was not so prejudiced against me as the former 
one. Yea; he was partial, if anything, for my “kit” was 
generally laid out clean and neat, which pleased him. He 



40 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


/ 

j 

simply told me to obey orders in future. I well remember a 
rebuke once administered by an old soldier on our way to India. 
Playing at cards with two or three others, for tobacco, it fell 
out that I had a bad “hand,” and hardly knew which to lead 
off with; but being no novice I threw down one, saying, “ There 
is a rough nine for you,” which won the game, to the glee of 
all when they saw it was such good play. “ Well,” said I, “if 
I had not played that card, God knows I should have made 
nothing.” An old soldier of some fourteen years’ service being 
close, said, “ God has nothing to do with card-playing.” Had 
he been a religious man the rebuke would not have been so much 
felt. But for one ungodly wretch to look another full in the 
face and reprove him for taking God’s name in vain is not an 
every day occurrence. The Lord opened the man’s mouth, I 
think, for the commandment came in the spirit of, “ Thou shalt 
not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain,” &e. Of course 
I was not “guiltless,” for his vicegerent bore witness and my 
mouth was stopped, though I was not regenerated. That cir¬ 
cumstance furnishes an example to account for some of the 
election of grace being reproved, if not awakened, under men 
who are only dead ministers, or letter gentlemen. Ungodly 
though I was, to the last degree, some solemn thoughts of the 
Almighty Creator struck me at times with awe, and the invisible 
things of his handiwork in the heavens declared to me his 
eternal power and Godhead ; so that I was “ without excuse ” 
if he had entered into judgment with me. (Korn. i. 18-20.) 

A pleasant voyage brought us to Calcutta within a hundred 
days. I was glad when I found my feet on solid ground once 
more ; for the inconveniences of travelling on board ship were 
innumerable in those days, especially to the soldier on passage. 
We soon heard a good account of the easy soldiering of India; 
but we found by two or three years’ experience it was not all 
honey, even here ; many a healthy young fellow has, in the 
bloom of manhood, left his bones there till the great archangel 
with the trump of God shall awake them to give an account of 
the things done in the body. What an awful account will appear 
against some I knew, who went out of the world blaspheming 
their Maker, if not cursing him because of their pains. While I, 
a monument of his grace, am in another land, penning an account 
of the long-suffering and forbearing mercy of a gracious God; 
while hundreds of them irrevocably perished under his wrath. 

A few nights after we landed it was rumoured in my hearing 
that a man was taken to the hospital with the cholera. I had 
heard much talk of that direful disease and the quick dispatch of 
its victims. The thought of such overtaking me and bringing 
me to my end looked awful at a distance ; for evidence within 
and without was ample to prove I was not a little sinner, if there 
be such a thing. I could not sleep for some time after getting 
to bed for the thought of it; as, dying in that state, hell was 
surely my dreaded but deserved portion. This, however, soon 
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wore off, like all other natural convictions, leaving me in the 
love and practice of sin. The regiment was soon under orders 
to proceed 900 miles up the country, to a place called Umballali. 
We had to go by steamer 500 miles up the Ganges and walk 
the remaining 400 miles. 

One night, after we had dropped anchor, it was a wonder my 
folly had not terminated my existence. I took a bath, and I 
was carried away by the strong current of the river ere I was 
aware. But presence of mind was given which caused me to 
escape; whereas, one or two were drowned in the same river 
only a few days before. Others were astonished at it, and what 
had become of me so suddenly. On looking at it the moment 
after I was out of the water, the thought occurred to me, “But 
for the mercy of God, you would have been drowned, and where 
would your soul have been now ? ” I knew where, without a 
doubt. Surely God must have had some secret purpose of love 
toward me in giving me so many signal proofs of his hand in 
saving me. Jude tells us of some being “ preserved in Jesus Christ, 
and afterward called by grace.” (1.) One poet sums up thus : 

“ Loved when a wretch defiled with Bin, 

At war with heaven, in league with hell; 

A slave to every lust obscene, 

Who, living, lived but to rebel.”— Kent. 

God’s great goodness here again made me marvel; but it did not 
change my heart, or cause the New Birth to take place. It did 
not make me a new creature in Christ Jesus ; for old things still 
remained. I was still left to go on in my evil ways ; forgetting 
every warning, every interposition of Divine Providence, and 
every mark or token of his favour. Ingratitude, O how base ! 

We were under canvas about three weeks in Allahabad and 
then proceeded on the march. I suffered severely with sore feet 
after so much inactivity for months ; and my feet had black 
blisters on the soles. But the colonel punished any man who 
fell out of the ranks. He rode on horseback so of course Ms 
feet did not suffer, or he might have felt for us. But tyranny 
has always been the same ; power and oppression are seldom far 
apart where there is no fear of God. This had to be endured 
for two or three weeks, till the feet became hardened. Marching 
in a body is not so easy as for one on the road by himself. In the 
latter case the fatigue is less, though the distance may be greater. 
About ten days before we reached our destination it rained 
very heavily one night, coming through the tent and making our 
shakos wet on the covers; and there being an early parade, 
rather unexpected, we had not time to take the soil off the white 
cover; for no allowance is made for wind or weather, time or 
not, or any untoward event. Tyranny carries the sway, and 
many a good man has been driven to strike an officer or non¬ 
commissioned officer, which brought his life to a close with 
three or four bullets in his body; or else, perhaps, months of 
imprisonment; whereas the fault has been on the other side. 

c 8 
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Some of us were ordered to parade again in the afternoon. 
Colour-Sergeant Spinks was newly promoted to our company (the 
other, my old enemy, was made quartermaster-sergeant). Spinks 
was no friend of mine, and I was so enraged with him for giving 
the order that, with a tremendous oath and curse, I declared I 
wou'd not parade again for him. He heard it outside and 
returned and said, “ Of all the rhen I ever heard express them¬ 
selves you beat all, and I will send you to the guard tent if I 
never confine another man.” He was an awful foul-mouthed 
sinner himself; but even he was shocked, it appears. Like 
a flash of lightning the thought came, “This Spinks is 
proverbial for his bad language, and yet he says I heat all.” 
My conscience smote me, and with compunction and regret I 
said, “ Look over it this time, sergeant.” He replied, “ If you 
were my own brother I would not look over it. Take him to 
the guard tent.” A few months after he got eight months’ 
imprisonment, and was reduced to the rank and pay of a private 
soldier, for drinking with the captain’s money. There was no 
mercy for him, though he was a married man. He could 
show none to a fellow - sinner for an angry expression. I 
vented my rage and he carried out his spite. The colonel read 
the charge, saying, “ You are a pretty sort of a fellow'. How'long 
lias he been out of trouble ? ” he asked. “ Ever since we left 
England,” the officer replied. “ I have a good mind to try you 
by a court-martial,” said the colonel, but he immediately 
changed his mind and gave me fourteen days to camp, and five 
days’ cells, when we should arrive at Umballali. Three or four 
days after another sergeant began snubbing me about something, 
to which I replied in no pleasant tones ; for which my captain 
gave me two more days in addition to the other. 

On February 20tli, I was told by the provost-sergeant I w'as to 
go into the cells that afternoon. I tied up a few articles to take 
with me, and one of them was my Bible, w'liich the captain made 
me a present of when leaving England, as he did every other 
man of the company. In those months that had elapsed I never 
remember looking into it. Under the impression that the cells 
were solitary, as at home, I thought it would be a good pastime 
to read it, and perhaps something might fasten on the mind to 
deter me from so sinning against God and running headlong 
to perdition, as seemed inevitable. 

The importance of salvation was neglected more from inability 
in myself than from hatred to the Bible. The surroundings 
without, the corruptions within, the prevalence of temptations, 
and the concupiscence of the flesh, were too powerful to make 
me anything but a practical sinner. There was no opposing 
principle to withstand the three-fold enemy which John terms 
“ the lust of the flesh, the lust of the eyes, anc the pride of 
life.” Where these rule and sway the sinner is led captive by 
the devil at his will. The dominion of the Evil One in my heart 
had never been invaded, nor his armour spoiled; consequently, 
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I was a slave to him and my own perverse will. Wliat was 
really needed was, having the promise fulfilled spoken of by 
Ezekiel (xi. 19, 20): “And I will give them one heart, and I 
will put a new spirit within you. And I will take the stony 
heart out of their flesh, and will give them an heart of flesh; 
that they may walk in my statutes, and keep mine ordinances, 
and do them ; and they shall be my people, and I will be their 
God.” The want of this divine operation in the professing 
church has caused all the hypocrisy and self-deception in the 
religious world, which so abounds in our day; professing godli¬ 
ness, but denying the power of it by practice; counting gain 
godliness, not “godliness with contentment, great gain.” (2 Tim. 
iii. 5 ; 1 Tim. vi. 6.) “From such turn away,” is the injunction, 
Taking my Bible with me to the cells was as if, haply, I could 
change the colour of this Ethiopian skin of mine ; or at least get 
out a few spots of the leopard. Providence crossed this resolu¬ 
tion, as I was put into a room with two or three other bad 
characters, who had committed themselves, and we were soon at 
home together; for the black list found our names not far apart. 
As we had no punishment but the confinement, i.e., we had no 
employment in the way of drills, I amused them by telling them 
of some of my rambles, and my most delicious morsels of sin, 
which have, of course, been omitted here; that quite delighted them. 
So no Bible was perused or religious exercise gone into, and I 
returned to my room and comrades as I was before. Yet I had 
resolved again to be steady and obedient to my superiors; and 
to try and take a delight in soldiering; as I had no chance of 
getting away from it, and to be obstinate was to injure myself. 
This resolve came to naught; for much leisure time became 
monotonous without gambling, drinking, cards, &c. One guard 
a month and but very few parades, with more pay, and having 
no hope beyond a soldier’s life and a soldier’s death, were not 
calculated to nurture piety, nor diffuse the love of it. My com¬ 
rade and I often made good sums of money at the gambling 
table, and we drank very hard of English ale and rum ; we had 
jovial times; for no notice was taken of our being drunk if we 
were quiet and could stand up at all. 0, the peril of those days! 
which were the end of many, and might have been mine; but 
the Almighty “ stopped me in my wild career.” 

I received a letter from a young person in England, whom I 
ought to have married, as the saying is ; one expression in it 
affected me with strange emotions. It was this : “ If we never 
meet again in this world, may we meet where the wicked cease 
from troubling, and the weary are at rest.” I knew it was a 
portion of Scripture. “Best!” “Ah!” thought I, “that is 
not for the wicked, such as I am ” For me to hope for heaven, 
while having an earnest of damnation in my heart,’was out of 
the question. Rest, I knew was not for the wicked, “ who 
cannot rest, but are like the. troubled sea, whose waters cast up 
mire and dirt.” I knew it was only seekers after it who 
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obtained, and I knew I was not seeking yet. I wished from my 
very soul that I could. Something seemed to say to me, “ You 
can never be religious while in the army ; ” nor did I know but 
one man in the regiment who made any pretension to it. He 
was the hospital sergeant. But I had no such privileges as he 
had; such as a private room, plenty of books, but little duty, 
and, owing to his rank, immunity from the jeers and scoffs 
which assail those of the lower class. Whereas, I was sur¬ 
rounded on all sides by the most hardened sinners and the most 
careless of the human race. No friend had I to unbosom 
myself to upon such matters; so I seemed to have no alter¬ 
native but to live without hope and without God in the world, 
and to die without mercy. 

The least idea of God saving poor sinners by a sovereign act, 
without works or worthiness, never entered my mind; or that 
he justifies the ungodly, who do not and cannot work, because 
of the helplessness of the creature, I never dreamt or heard of. 
It was written in unmistakable lines in my Bible, but I knew 
nothing of it till Omnipotent Grace performed the act: “To 
him that worketlr not, but believetli on, him who justifietli. the 
ungodly, his faith is counted for righteousness. Even as 
David also describeth the blessedness of the man unto whom the 
Lord imputetli righteousness without works ; saying, Blessed 
is the man to whom the Lord will not impute sin.” (Bom. iv. 
4-8.) Some great men in the religious world have called the 
imputed righteousness of Christ (2 Cor. v. 21) imputed non¬ 
sense. What awful blasphemy against the express testimony of 
the Holy Ghost. 

Methinks I hear the old cry, “ Thou wast altogether born in 
sins, and dost thou teach us?” Let it be as it is: “Except 
your righteousness shall exceed the righteousness of the Scribes 
and Pharisees, ye shall in no case enter into the kingdom of 
heaven.” (Matt, v.) Was not their (supposed) righteousness 
one of works ? Yea ; and dead works too ! Have our modern 
Pharisees any better righteousness ? Pardon this digression. 

I had no hope in procrastination, for none knew what the 
morrow would bring forth. Our men were dying of apoplexy, 
fevers, &c., day. after day; which made the most careless thought 
ful, and the most hardened to tremble; seeing their comrade 
alive and well one hour, and in a few more hurried off into a hole 
without much ceremony. So, putting far away the evil day was 
out of the question, as its nearness was most apparent for aught 
we knew. I wrote to my parents about this time, telling them 
of the dreadful mortality among our men ; and I expressed 
myself feelingly as I wrote, of the gratitude I felt to the Supreme 
for his sparing mercy. But I had no brokenness of heart or 
contrition of spirit for my sin. Yet some strange and sudden 
convictions respecting it would, at times, seize me like an electric 
shock; but no lasting impressions were made, although the 
intensity of my feelings caused me to stand motionless for a few 
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moments now and again. The last few weeks of my unconverted 
state were spent most recklessly, notwithstanding the most 
stinging convictions; for I tried to drown them and my slavish 
fears in drink, and to appear as indifferent as possible as to the 
future. As an instance: A young fellow was, on one occasion, 
suggesting in my hearing our doing or carrying out a project in 
two or three months’ time. In a spirit of bravado, I said, “ We 
may all be dead before then! ” A young Irishman being one of 
the party, looked me full in the face and asked me if I thought 
we should all be dead by that time ? I was dumb; for the 
thought rushed in: “Your never-dying soul; what of that? 
What will become of it ? ” 

We had just buried a young chap who was under my care in 
England, to teach him to be a soldier. He had a pair of rosy 
cheeks, being a young countryman, and “ you might have taken 
a lease of his life,” as they say. We had just fired three rounds 
of ammunition over his grave, myself being one of the firing 
party, when I said to the man on my right, “ He was a nice 
young fellow, that we have just buried.” The answer he made I 
don’t remember, but the same night, or the next, as he was 
leaving the canteen he complained of his head, and before the 
sun arose he was a breathless corpse ! These two cases being of 
my own company, and both my personal comrades, made them 
more striking than others of the regiment with whom I was not 
so conversant. As such cases were continually being talked 
of by one or the other it was harrowing to my thoughts, 
which I wanted to suppress instead of to encourage My fears 
were overwhelming at times, and I felt on the rack of torture ; 
yet I dreaded as much as anything for any one to know it lest 
they should think me a coward. 0, the pride and deceit of the 
human heart! Sin, in some way or other, was my only element, 
and I could do nothing else. 

One Sunday, to beguile the time, about a dozen were con¬ 
gregated together to tell indecent tales. My proposal to tell the 
next was agreed to. When I had rehearsed one I had heard 
years before it put them into such a fit of laughing, from 
beginning to end, that they pressed me for another. The voice of 
conscience made such a tumult within for such profanity on the 
Lord’s day that I fled for shame’s sake, with the blush of con¬ 
fusion upon my cheeks. My propensity for swearing and bad 
language, when upset, my readers have heard enough of, but 
as my conscience was becoming tenderly affected, every fresh 
outbreak of this nature made me regret that I could not break 
off an unprofitable and vile habit; particularly as so much con¬ 
demnation followed upon every fresh commission. 

One day, in a bustle, I knocked my shins against a box that 
was not in its proper place. The shins are a tender part, and 
the box, which had no feeling, was cursed in my folly. But I 
suffered internally and externally. If I remember rightly, after 
so many years, a voice seemed to say, “ How long will it be ere 
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you leave off this wickedness ? ” I said to myself, “ It must be 
God who keeps checking me for these sins, and following me up 
with conviction upon conviction.” Perhaps these were the first 
notes of that law which was once given on Mount Sinai with 
terrible thundering and the voice of a trumpet, proclaiming the 
dread Majesty of heaven, in his justice, holiness, and purity. 
Law terrors did not deter Israel of old from sinning, though 
in the immediate presence of his voice which they heard and 
saw (Ex. xx. 24 ; xxxii. 1-20) ; how much less could it deter me, 
who was such a stranger to the writings of the Book ? 

Sure I am, if hell had been literally close at hand, with rolling 
billows of fire, my love of sin would have hurried me on till I 
had been encircled in the flames. 

“ Law and terrors do but harden 
All the while they work alone ” 

This witness is true ; for on I went from day to day in sin, till 
one night, having a little overdone the thing, I could not stand 
up in the ranks to answer to my name at roll-call. So the 
sergeant on duty sent me to the guard-room, where I raved and 
becalled the sergeant who confined me some very odd names, 
which made my fellow prisoners laugh among themselves next 
morning. “ Fools mock at sin,” says the wise man ; and sin 
mocks fools, or I am mistaken. Shame instead of gladness was 
my repast. Colonel Campbell gave me six days to barracks, and 
I was not allowed to go to the canteen during that time. This 
was about the latter end of June, and men were dying off faster 
than ever, “ like rotten sheep,” as they term it. Being on guard 
one night, all the horrors of a self-condemned wretch held me so 
fast with fearful foreboding that a night like that was as though 
I was half in hell and half out. 

As we were not far from the hospital every fresh case was 
known ; for we saw each patient carried in; in most cases, only 
to be carried out a corpse in a few hours. I disliked to hear the 
conversations on the subject, but I had to hear them ; and the 
question, “If you should be next, 0, then?” was about all I 
could hear inwardly. Mercy was untliought of. 

It was late at night when I had to go on sentry, either from 
ten to twelve, or twelve to two. During that time a sand-storm 
arose, with thunder and lightning ; my distress of mind was very 
great; for I was enveloped in dust, and did not know but that 
the departed might give me a passing visit, for the devil made 
me believe anything then. It was a most unenviable two hours. 
The storm raged. “ With God is terrible majesty,” says Elihu. 
So said I, having two unmistakable evidences of it; one with 
the law in the conscience; the other, the power of his arm in the 
elements : “For he raisetli the stormy wind.” It was suggested 
to me, “ If you should be taken away next, in all your sin and 
iniquity, 0, then ! ” I turned my eyes toward the heavens in the 
thick darkness and cried, “ God forbid that I should be taken 
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away in such a state! ” I never was mueli better pleased to 
leave my post than that night when I saw the sentry who was to 
relieve me from my torture. In excitement and card-playing 
these unwelcome thoughts were again smothered. I returned to 
it as soon as off guard. My next duty was to guard a sick 
prisoner in the hospital. Twenty-four hours nursing a sick 
comrade was also counted as equivalent to a guard. I picked up 
a work pointing out the goodness of God in many ways, and 
containing a form of prayer for every day, but the legal strain of 
it, setting a helpless one like me to work out spiritual works was 
rather out of season, for I was both blind and lame, deaf and 
dumb. I heartily wished I could follow what was laid down in 
it; though now it is a question with me if the writer ever walked 
according to his own rules. Some say and do not; and some 
bind burdens on others which they themselves would not touch 
with one of their fingers. 

0, that I could love God, instead of sin ! Serve him instead of 
my own lust, was my desire ! How vain to think a man can 
love God, who has neither seen nor known him but by hearsay,, 
or the mere letter of the Bible. To tell sinners to come to Christ, 
who know not whether there be any Christ to come to, and are 
totally ignorant of their sinnersliip, save for a few natural con¬ 
victions, such as the heathen have, is absurd: “ Which show the 
work of the law written in their hearts, their conscience also 
bearing witness, and their thoughts meanwhile accusing or else 
excusing one another.” (Bom. ii. 14, 15.) 

By the letter of the law all that is obtained is, the knowledge 
of sin; but it reveals no mercy. “ Cursed is every one who 
continueth not in all things written in the book of the law to 
do them.” The law was given to show man he is a sinner; as 
the apostle learned, after Christ had shown himself to him: 
“ Moreover the law entered that the offence might abound.”' 
(Rom. v. 20.) This was what I was now learning, —the abound- 
ings of sin; I should doubtless have begun to work to satisfy the 
vast demands of it, like others who never get out of this school, 
because they expect life from works, instead of grace or a free 
gift, but all hope of working in this school was being cut off; 
for something more than a mere abstaining from things prohibited 
was required, viz., to love God with all the heart, and with 
every faculty of the soul; in thought, word, and deed, and to be 
cursed if there should be the least failure. “For he that offends 
in one point, is guilty of all; ” and where is the perfectionist, 
who can deny it ? Looking at his thoughts of any one day, can 
he say he has not offended in every thing; if he considers that, 
the Word of God, in its divine and proper force, “ reaches to the 
thoughts and intents of the heart,” that “all things are naked 
and opened to the eyes of him with whom we have to do” 
(Heb. iv. 12, 13), and that there is no creature but what is 
manifest in his sight, whether we believe it or not. “Wherefore 
servetli the law then ? It was added because of transgression.” 
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Dr. Watts sends these disciples of Moses to the burning mount 
with but little encouragement: 

“ Go, ye that rest upon the law, 

And toil and seek salvation there ; 

Look to the flame that Moses saw, 

And shrink, and tremble, and deBpair ! ” 

I had made no attempt to work, but I was kept at school: 
“ For the law is our school-master, to bring us to Christ, that we 
might be justified bi/ faith." (Gal. iii. 24, 25.) My desires in the 
morning and my conduct in the evening were altogether at 
variance. 

The prisoner being released, my guard was finished in about 
six hours instead of twenty-four, and I wended my way to the old 
resort. One Sunday, being compelled to remain in barracks, as I 
was on duty, yet having nothing to engage me, one of the men asked 
me to read a chapter; saying any chapter which I was inclined 
to read would do. Whether he felt the importance of divine 
things I know not; but certainly I did, yet could not muster up 
courage to read it for myself; so he was a kind of shelter for my 
cowardice, as he could not read. This screen from ridicule enabled 
me to read aloud Eev. xx., making a comment on the solemn 
events of the last five verses. By way of a question, I asked, 
“What will become of us then?” I forget his reply ; but as 
my own convictions were only natural, neither of us fled to the 
Eefuge held out; “ to lay hold of the hope set before us,” in the 
New Testament. (Heb. vi. 18-20.) This man made a profession 
of religion some months after, but as he fell into gross, open sin 
many times, and grieved my soul, I was never satisfied about 
him ; and I fear he fell away from his profession altogether. 

The impression left by the chapter I read remained on my 
mind the next morning, insomuch that I could not make one 
at the gambling table for a time, as I thought of having to 
render an account to him who was an infallible Judge. And 
yet I did not feel as much terror as I wanted to feel to deter me 
from my besetting sins ; for my inclination to play was as strong 
as the motive to refrain from doing so. My comrades urged me 
to play at “ house,” a game which was very remunerative, as I 
was a joint possessor of it. We were sure to get most of the 
funds, as we had a small fee for every game, it being my duty 
to call the numbers. So my convictions were banished “ till a 
more convenient season.” 

If there had been more religious influence around me no doubt 
I should have assumed a form of godliness, for inclination led 
that way ; but salvation would have been as far off as ever, for 
Christ had not been revealed, and Truth itself declares, “ No 
man knoweth the Son, but the Father ; neither knoweth any 
man the Father, save the Son, and he to whomsoever the Son will 
reveal Him.” (Matt. xi. 27.) Again, “ No man can come to me, 
except the Father which hath sent me draw him.” (Jno. vi.44.) 
“Ah!” says universal charity, “I hate that doctrine!” So 
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did those to 'whom it was preached from God’s own mouth; 
and so do thousands in our day. Yet he says, “ Heaven and 
earth shall pass away, but my word shall not pass away.” “ The 
words I have spoken, the same shall judge them (and every 
disputer) at the last day.” As it is written: “ He that 
rejectetli me, and receiveth not my words, hath one that judgeth 
him ; the word that I have spoken, the same shall judge him at 
the last day.” (Jno. xii. 48.) “ Where is the wise ? Where is 

the scribe ? Where is the disputer of this world ?” asks the 
apostle. Well, Paul, we can say, without exaggeration, they 
abound in our times, in almost every church on the terraqueous 
globe; at any rate, where Christ has not been revealed as all 
and everything in a sinner’s salvation. If he be “ the end of the 
law for righteousness,” will any attempt to go beyond that? 
(Rom. x. 3, 4.) Did I say almost every church? Yea, I affirm 
it of every individual who has not realised “ Christ in his heart 
as the hope of eternal glory” that he is out of the secret as 
touching salvation. The Scriptures affirm this also, and are 
replete with passages to confirm honest souls, who have lost 
their self-conceit, and have thrown the traditions of men to the 
moles and the bats. For it reads, “ To whom God would make 
known what is the riches of the glory of this mystery among the 
Gentiles; which is,’’ 0, mark that! “ Christ in you, the hope of 
glory !” (Col. i. 27, 28.) “ Whom we preach,” says Paul, 

“warning every man,” &c. Where are the preachers of this 
doctrine now ? Let any earnest soul ask, and he will be told 
“ they are out of fashion.” “ The world passeth away, and the 
fashion as well as the lust thereof; but he that doeth the will 
of God abidetli for ever.” Where? In God’s smile, and not 
under his curse. 

To return. I threw down the Bible and went to the devil’s 
work, like a good servant who could not see his master’s cause 
suffer for the want of his assistance. As we made a pretty good 
harvest we had our drams pretty freely. As I write, I am 
filled with astonishment to think we did not kill ourselves; for 
I am certain one-eighth of the quantity I drank that night would 
make me intoxicated now I am an abstainer. However, a few 
days after, as I was playing at “house,” I was taken with a 
violent pain in the head and was taken to the hospital. It was 
the “jungle fever.” They administered a dose, but it gave me 
no relief. I remember the pain was excruciating and an emetic 
and leeches were tried, but without effect. The doctor then 
ordered me to be bled, when, by degrees, the pain began to sub¬ 
side. To call upon God was out of my power, and if I had died, 
as scores had done, my doom had been sealed and these lines 
would never have been penned. The chaplain of the regiment 
was passing round the beds of the sick one day, speaking to the 
patients, I suppose, upon eternal things. Much as I should have 
liked him to say something to me I kept far enough away, for I 
was getting better and could walk about. Religion seemed 
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farther off than ever; for when I went out two or three days 
after I was soon at the soldier’s bane. One thing I am satisfied 
of; if God does not soften a man’s heart by his love and mercy, 
not all the terrors of hell, nor all the afflictions, aches, and pains 
that flesh is heir to will ever do it. 

A few days after I was with five or six others at the canteen ; 
and as their funds were dried up and they knew I had some 
rupees they clamoured for a “ shout.” As I was no money- 
lover I fetched all I had, about eight or nine shillings, and 
let them have some drink; and the Lord had determined that 
this was the last time his gifts should be so abused by me ; 
for he says, “ the gold and silver are mine.” At tattoo¬ 
time, we answered to our names on the roll, and that 
was about all we knew of anything. Then half-a-dozen of us 
broke out of barracks ; being a lot of noisy fools, we were heard 
by the picket as we passed and were sent after. It so hap¬ 
pened I lost the others in the bazaar and wandered I know not 
where; but it appeared a great mercy to me afterwards that I 
did not wander into one of the wells in the dark and get drowned, 
for there were many in the way we took. 

The picket took the others home, but me they found not. At 
gunfire in the morning I was lying on an old bedstead, with my 
shirt off and under my head, if I remember rightly, outside the 
hospital. I then started for barracks. The sergeant of the 
company then on duty, said, “Where were you?” “0,” said 
I, “I slept on the table on the verandah.” As he knew it was 
a lie, he told a corporal to get a file of men and take me to the 
guard-room. When marching off, one of the men called out 
with a laugh, “ Hollo, Tommy ! where did you sleep ? ” I 
replied in a spirit of brag, “In the dead-house;” for I knew 
they would have a hearty laugh at the idea of my taking up 
quarters in such an unlikely abode. As the words fell from my 
lips, though I was far from sober, the thought came to me, 
“You don’t know how soon you will be there, and what will 
become of your soul ? ” The question returned again and 
again, as with a thrill through my very being. This put the 
extinguisher on my levity, for the question was asked by no mortal 
voice, but seemed to ring as from heaven’s courts. “ What will 
become of your soul ? !!! ” At the guard-room, my comrades, who 
were safely lodged some hours before, were pleased to see their 
“ pal ” had joined company. 

As the Lord of life had something to do and say to me he was 
about to keep them there till Monday morning, as they were con¬ 
fined for being drunk and had to remain in the guard-room 
twenty-four hours to get sober. But my crime was simply 
breaking out of barracks, the worst effect not being perceived. 
So, on this account, I was soon ushered into the presence of the 
commanding officer, who gave me twenty-one days to barracks, 
the heaviest of all, as I was such a bad character. The others 
had to wait over Sunday, as punishment was never awarded on 
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that day, and my especial chums were kept from me till I had 
heard the sound of the voice of the Son of God, and had seen 
that Just One. How wonderful! 

I did not know at the time who gave me my punishment; 
whether it was the captain of the company or the colonel, till I 
asked some months after. Whether my mind was so confused 
with alarm, or whether the influence of liquor had muddled me, 
I don’t know, but 1 felt very strange in my mind respecting the 
society of any one. I was very downhearted; and the all- 
important subject was now “ fastened as a nail in a sure place.” 
The axe was laid to the root of sin ; the law had come with its 
curse : “ Thou slialt not bear false witness.” This I had done 
by saying I had slept in one place when I had slept in another ; 
and “ The wages of sin is death.” 

The colour-sergeant told the colonel I had a “house” together 
with my comrade, which caused a deal of drinking. It was 
ordered to be taken away; but this was no grief to me, for I had 
done with it in spirit. The sergeant did not save his stripes a 
week or two after when he was found to have done the same as 
the rest, viz., got inebriated and spent the captain’s money. 
But in my case he only did his duty. Like the generality of 
condemning men, he could see my faults and reprobate them, 
but his own were hidden, or extenuated, till brought to light, 
though defalcation was an addition to his. Many a whitewashed 
Pharisee condemns the openly profane, who yet practises things 
in secret as heinous as the flagrant sinner; or what are we to 
understand by Epli. v. 4-14 ; John viii. 3-10 ? How love to dear 
self will blind the eyes ! 


CHAPTER III. 

I was wretched in my feelings ; eternal things were laid with 
weight upon my conscience and time things appeared as nothing. 
A judgment to come was more than hearsay with me, for 1 felt 
myself arraigned before a righteous tribunal from whence there 
was no appeal. A never-ending hell, where the Almighty would 
pour out his wrath upon his enemies at the day of recompense, 
was beyond all dispute ; the bitters of sin, the wormwood and 
the gall, I had at different times in remembrance and in 
possession. That the omniscient Judge knew the secrets of the 
heart he had times and again convinced me. Yet here was I in 
all my pollution, as far from God by wicked works as the heathen 
around us, notwithstanding all inward warnings. 

What was passing through my mind I cannot now well 
remember, but I was not like the man I was a few hours before, 
respecting the things of this life. Being asked to make one at a 
game of cards I consented, for the want of other employment. 
Here, though winning all, I was not in my element now. The 
sweet relish of sin was gone ; it had become as insipid as “ the 
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white of an egg.” A gloom came over my countenance, 
condemnation was in my heart, and the frown of an angry God 
was upon me; and last, but not least, death was stamped on 
everything here. The Scriptures are full to the point that, until 
the Almighty brings death into a sinner’s feelings, causing him 
to realize that the end of all these things is death (Rom. vi. 21), 
yea, spiritual, corporeal, and eternal death, he has no soul¬ 
saving religion. Whatever external show may be made, however 
ostentatious in his supposed religion he may be, it is only 
bringing forth fruit unto death ; it is the religion of this world, 
of which Satan is the prince and god. The world is in the heart 
till the Son makes free ; then, and then only, is the man “ free 
indeed.” 

Until men and women feel they are in bondage to sin, to the 
world, and the devil, they pride themselves on their not being of 
this or that sect; not as this or that man or woman. They 
have been piously brought up and have observed all the 
commandments from their youth ; but the love of the world, the 
little or great possessions, still holds the heart, the affections, and 
mind, as it did the young man in the gospel. They can run 
about to make enquiries, as he did ; but if you touch the root of 
covetousness, grief or ill-will, if not hatred and malice, will be 
the sure result. (Mark x. 22.) “ The Pharisees who heard all 

these things, being covetous, derided him.” (Luke xvi. 18-15.) 
Yet they justified all their practices before men, though 
abominable in the sight of God. The world in one hand and 
religion in the other was the order of the day, as it is now 
and ever will be till he shall come whose right it is to “ over¬ 
turn, overturn, overturn” every obstacle that hinders his posses¬ 
sion of the heart. His words are most emphatic : “No man can 
serve two masters, for he will love the one and hate the other.” 
The openly profane hate Christ; the mere professors hold to the 
world and despise him. “ 0,” say you, “ but that is not like 
me! I do not despise him, for I am in membership at so and 
so. 1 support the place and minister, attend regularly, read my 
Bible, pray night and morning, do all the good I can,” &c. &c. 
These are very good as far as they go ; but if you are resting in 
them for salvation, you are about as near the kingdom of heaven as 
I was when at the canteen or gambling table. No nearer, at least, 
than the Scribes and Pharisees were in Christ’s day; of whom 
he declared, “ The publicans and harlots will go into the king¬ 
dom of heaven before you! ” Enmity to his Father and him, as 
well as love of themselves and the world, held them fast, and 
God was only mocked, not worshipped, except by “ the lips,” 
while the heart was far from him. They were “lovers of them¬ 
selves more than lovers of God.” “Well,” say you, “What 
will a man love, if he don’t love himself?” I answer, if in his 
natural state, he can only love himself and his connections, he 
is nothing more nor nothing less than an idolator, a continual 
breaker of the first and great commandment: “ Thou shalt have 
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none other gods before me.” “ Hear, 0 Israel, the Lord our 
God is one Lord;” “ And thou shalt love the Lord thy God with 
all thine heart, with all thy soul, and with all thy might,” or 
mind. “ This is the first commandment, and the second is like 
unto it: Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.” If a man 
loves himself, the world, sin, and all the things of time and 
sense, can there be any room for love to the Holy One of Israel ? 

I trow not! Can a sinful mortal love him whose eyes are as a 
flame of fire, penetrating into every secret imagination of a 
worldly heart, as well as every outward act of life of a dear self- 
lover ? Conscience is often bearing witness that this or that is 
not right. “ You are doing wrong; ” “ God is not there; ” it seems 
to say; and the guilty feeling is a sufficient proof that God is 
displeased. “ If our heart condemn us, God is greater than our 
heart, and knoweth all things.” (1 Jno. iii. 20.) Just as soon can 
a felon love his judge, or a murderer one who passes the sentence 
of death upon him, as a man love him who declares, “ The soul 
that sinneth, it shall die! ” It amounts to this: If Jesus Christ 
is not all and everything to us we do not esteem him much! If 
he is not supremely loved above all earthly good, whether houses 
or land, father or mother, wife or children, we cannot be his 
disciples. Yea, the Lord goe3 farther than that, even; and this 
has often cut my religion to pieces, knowing that he cannot lie: 
“If any man come to me, and hate not his father and mother” 
—that is, if they are opposers of Christ, and cannot be given up 
for his sake and his Truth—“he cannot be my disciple.” Wife 
and children must be given up, brethren and sisters must be 
parted with, and forsaken freely; and, to wind up, the seeker 
must “hate his own life, also,” or, “he cannot be my disciple.” 
And whosoever is not willing to bear his cross of reproach and 
loss of all things for Christ’s sake, is not a manifested disciple. 
(Luke xiv. 26-28.) How many have begun their Babel tower to 
reach up to heaven who have never sat down to “count the 
cost!” 0, the sandy foundations on which so many visionaries 

are building to attain immortal glory ! One expression in verse 
26, last clause, is most cutting: “hate his own life, also.” 
Those before the throne, “ loved not their lives unto death,” but 
loved him above and beyond the utmost of everything else. If, 
then, we have not been crucified with Christ in a mystical and 
experimental way, and to the world in some measure, as Paul 
was, our religion is vain; we are yet in our sins, having no 
“ desire to depart and to be with Christ, which is far better.” 
This is a grand test for those who wish to be found right at last. 
For, beyond all question, millions will be found to have been 
most decidedly wrong, and who will make this speech of nothing 
worth in the great day when the great Shepherd “ shall separate 
the sheep from the goats” (Matt, xxv.), “the wheat from the 
tares,” the good fish from the bad, and the righteous from the 
wicked. Then, in that day when the Lord of Hosts “ makes up 
his jewels,” whom he will spare as a man spareth his own son 
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tliat servetli him, shall all discern between “ him who served 
God, and him who served him not.” (Mai. iii. 17, 18.) 

Again. Have not the “great cloud of witnesses” all borne the 
same testimony of renouncing this world and suffering the loss 
of all things for the love they bore to the God of their salvation'? 

The Scriptures abound with facts (Heb. xi. especially being 
replete), showing how the apostles and disciples of Christ loved 
their glorious Lord, their ascended Saviour, above and beyond 
anything of this world. Stephen is a good example of this ; and 
Paul was willing to. shed his blood at Jerusalem in his Master’s 
cause; the weeping saints nearly breaking his heart in trying to 
divert him from his purpose. ( 5 , what love was in the apostle’s 
heart, and what a contrast is presented between this and the 
enmity he felt when he only “knew Christ after the flesh.” 
This was the religion which Jesus preached, instituted, and set 
up in the hearts of his people; and “ Tekel ” may be written 
upon all that comes not from the same source; for, if the love 
of God has not been revealed to, or shed abroad by the Holy 
Ghost in the heart, there is only enmity, and no reconciliation 
has taken place. All the martyrs who have shed their blood have 
done it out of love for him who had shed his for them, and of 
it they tasted. And the same love which caused him to die for 
them caused him to send his good Spirit to instruct and lead 
them into it; and put it into their hearts to lay down their lives 
in evidence thereof. The “ trees ” being “ made good,” the 
“fruit” was “good.” They “hated their own lives also.” 
They had had what Pauls calls “a revelation of the Son of God ” 
in his life and death, his resurrection and ascension, and his 
sending down gifts for men, even “ for the rebellious also.” 

Paul, when a rebel on his way to Damascus, heard his glorious 
voice, and the brightness of the dazzling rays blinded him for 
three days. This he calls, God revealing his Son in him, for he 
called him “ Lord,” requesting to know what he would have him 
to do. 0, the solemn event, when the Lord of life first speaks to 
a dead sinner! Paul never forgot that eventful meeting; 
neither does the writer forget when the Lord revealed his dying 
love to his soul on the plains of Hindostan. 

If there has been no revelation of Christ to the soul, I would 
simply ask, How can he be in the heart as the “ hope of glory ? ” 
If no divine power has been put forth in a sinner to raise up 
faith to believe “ according to the working of his mighty power,” 
in the same way as it was put forth in raising him from the 
dead, how can he have any belief at all worth the name ? It is 
mere assent and consent at the best; and though some may go 
about doing many things gladly, to point out their errors would 
doubtless cause resentment. Even this testimony may move 
some to anything but love toward the Truth. But this truth 
will stand when the world is in a blaze, and all things in it, even 
Bibles, are burnt up. Then, woe to the man who has no 
revealed Christ; who has only a letter Christ at the most, with 



A SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


55 


natural faith, a carnal love, and a deluded hope. If the “ God 
and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ,” hath not “ begotten us 
again to a lively hope, by the resurrection of Jesus Christ,” our 
hope is like a spider’s web, “ born of the flesh and profiting 
nothing.” (1 Pet. i. 8 ; Eph. i. 17-23.) The “revelation of the 
Son of God ” comes by some especial application of the Word 
by a divine, invincible, and irresistible power; which produces 
some sacred, sweet, solemn, and blessed sensations ; so holy, 
heavenly, softening, and melting, as to cause a joy unspeakable, 
and a peace which passes all the understanding of natural men, 
because it is spiritual; and a spiritual capacity is needed to 
enter into the least measure of its bliss. Yet it is none the less 
a reality, the truth of which I hope to show presently from my 
own knowledge and experience. The Galations had known a 
little of it; for Paul tells them of the work of faith wrought in 
their heart by the Spirit, as touching the crucifixion of Christ, 
from whom they had been turned away to the law of works and 
fleshly performances. “Christ,” he says, “had been set forth 
before their eyes, crucified among them.” Literally, this was not 
the fact. Then how could it be so ? may be asked. I answer : The 
Spirit revealed the thing so clearly, applying the truth with 
demonstration and power to their souls, leaving not a shadow of 
doubt of the transactions at Jerusalem, that if they had seen it 
with their bodily eyes it could not have been more real and 
certain to them. (Gal. iii. 1-5.1 The Tliessalonians “ received 
the word in much affliction, with joy of the Holy Ghost; ” the 
gospel came unto them, “not in word only," as it does to thou¬ 
sands, year after year, “ but also in power, and in the Holy 
Ghost, and in much assurance.” 

The Corinthians were told that their bodies were “ temples ” 
of this Divine Person. (1 Cor vi. 19.) God hath said, “ I will 
dwell in them, and walk in them.” (2 Cor. vi. 16.) Now 
mark ; this is no delusion, “And I will be their God, and they 
shall be my people !” I am satisfied that every one in whom 
this glorious Person has taken up his abode and dwells will not 
cavil at, or dispute about, the hints I have thrown out. “ The 
Comforter, whom the Father will send in my name, he shall 
teach you all things, and bring all things to your remembrance.” 
(Jno. xiv. 23-26.) “ Now, if any man have not the Spirit of 
Christ, he is none of his ” Nor will all the letter-knowledge of 
the Bible be of any service to those who have not been taught 
the truth, in some degree, by him who teaches as man cannot 
teach. As it is written, “ And I will pray the Father, and he 
shall give you another Comforter, that he may abide with you 
for ever; even the Spirit of truth ; whom the world cannot 
receive, because it seeth him not, neither knoweth him; but ye 
know him; for lie dwelletli with you, and shall be in you.” 
(Jno. xiv. 16, 17.) 

To return. I picked up the cards, as I was the owner and 
could play no more. The all-engrossing question, “ What will 
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become of your soul ?” was an arrow from the Almighty quiver 
that stuck fast; which neither cards nor company could extract. 
Company I wanted not. I put the cards under my bed clothes, 
and then threw myself upon my cot, a wretched, ungodly sinner ; 
apparently without hope or help. My free-will was not dead, 
though the life of it had received some powerful shocks at 
different periods. I felt unmanned. “ Well,” I said to myself, 
“ I can get no pleasure from worldly things, so I will see if I 
can get any comfort from reading the prayers, responses, &c., by 
paying attention to what the minister says to-morrow, as it is 
Sunday, and by being as devout as I can.” The prayer-book 
and Bible were taken to church parade ; but, as I had never 
done so before, shame was close at hand and followed me hard ; 
insomuch that, in the confession for sin, where I could have 
heartily joined, I kept my mouth closed. I was not yet “ delivered 
from the power of darkness, and translated into the kingdom 
of God’s dear Son.” (Col. i. 18.) The devil and my carnal 
mind said, “ You will be noticed if you are responding, and then 
you will be ridiculed.” Ridicule was unbearable to me; for I 
was very sensitive in that direction. Though only a dead form, 
it would have been like a soothing-powder to a crying child, or a 
composing-draught to my crying conscience, to have confessed 
my sin and prayed for mercy; for I was deeply concerned and 
much alarmed. However, fear of man kept my mouth closed, 
though my ears were open to all the man in the surplice said; 
and I thought, “What a holy man he must be ! 0, that I were 
like him!” What he preached my memory fails to bring back 
now, save that it was of duty doings, of good resolutions being 
broken by his hearers, and so forth. His text, if I remember 
rightly, was, “ The Son of Man is come to seek and to save that 
which was lost.” As these were the Lord’s own words they 
arrested my attention and broke me to pieces in my feelings; so 
that my tears ran very freely, though I tried to restrain them for 
fear of observation. “ Lost,” truly and sensibly, I felt myself to 
be; that I was “ruined” and “undone,” there was no question. 
But the man did not show who the “ lost” were, or doubtless I 
could have responded, “I am the character.” He quoted from 
Rev. iii. 19, 20, by which the Lord deepened my conviction: “As 
many as I love, I rebuke and chasten; be zealous, therefore, and 
repent. Behold, I stand at the door, and knock; if any man 
hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and 
will sup with him, and he with me.” These two verses seemed 
opened up to my mind in this manner: “ How many solemn 
warnings, sore chastisements, and cutting rebukes you have had; 
yet you have not turned from your evil ways. This is Christ 
loiocking at the door of your heart, by conviction, as an intima¬ 
tion of his love.” And I felt constrained to open the door, and 
to hear all he had to say to me. 

I felt much love to the minister; for I believed him to be a 
servant of Christ, and spoke of him as a man of God to an old 
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companion of mine, as we left the place of worship. He replied, 
in a disdainful way, “He was at a ball among the officers only the 
other night.” I retorted indignantly, that 1 did not believe a man 
so holy could be seen at such places, because he reproved ungodly 
practices. Yet, a few weeks afterwards, I heard for a fact he was 
at a revel that was got up by the soldiers. Without controversy, 
there are thousands now of the same stamp as there were in the 
apostle’s day, when he asked the pointed question, “ Thou there¬ 
fore, which teacliest another, teachetli not thou thyself?” Thou 
that preachest a man should abstain from ungodly practices, dost 
thou commit ungodly practices? “And thinkest thou this, 0 man, 
that judgest them which do such things, and doest the same, 
that thou shalt escape the judgments of God ?” . . . “ But 

after thy hardness and impenitent heart treasurest up unto thy¬ 
self wrath against the day of wrath and revelation of the 
righteous judgments of God.” (Bom. ii.) It was conclusive he, 
the minister, said what others should do and leave undone, but 
how he could himself consistently frequent such places as balls, 
&c., I know not. Such places had no charms for me; and if he 
had found sin such an evil and bitter thing as I then found it 
ho would have been afraid of offending the Majesty of heaven by 
pretending to instruct others while yet himself contemning the 
words of the Holy One of Israel. “ Therefore, their root shall 
be as rottenness, and their blossom shall go up as dust, because 
they have cast away the law of the Lord of hosts, and despised 
the word of the Holy One of Israel.” (Isa. v. 24.1 I thought 
him a holy man of God on account of the white garment that 
covered him ; but holiness consists in having a covering of 
God’s Spirit, a being clothed with humility ; not in a white rag, 
however nicely got up by the laundress. The devil is as much 
at home under the gown, cassock, or surplice, as under a stage- 
player’s dress. 

I was kept in a very serious mood, meditating upon my con¬ 
dition as a lost sinner. Not knowing any one in the regiment 
as seeking salvation, I could not break my mind to any man. 
My most intimate associates were still in the guard room, as 
well as my own comrade, which, as most desirable, left me more 
to my private thoughts. This struck me very forcibly a short 
time afterward as being a special design of Infinite Wisdom, as 
he was about to do something for me in private which was to part 
us for ever. 

Some time before noon, in passing by a man’s bed, I saw a 
book which appeared to be of a religious nature, and asked for 
the loan of it. It was the life of the Bev. Henry Martyn. I 
read many pages with some interest; yet nothing struck me as 
| being of any weight till I read a piece where his sister was 
pointing out his position as a sinner before God ; urging him to 
( break off his sins and turn to God his Saviour. It was written 
] in affectionate terms, and I said to myself, “/have no godly 
sister to write to me, giving me friendly counsel, though I so 
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much need it.” I was unmindful that the “ Brother born for 
adversity” was so near; that the “Friend of sinners, who loveth 
at all times,” was close by. (Prov. xvii. 17.) 

Natural light suggested to my mind, “ if I were to go to a 
loving Saviour, by prayer, he would receive me.” Though all 
alone, I did not call upon him, for my knowledge of him was 
what I conceive is termed, “ Knowing Christ after the flesh ” 
(2 Cor. v. 14-17); that is, merely that knowledge of the fleshly 
mind which is all the natural man can attain to ; such as hear¬ 
say, or deducing from the letter of Truth what is declared of 
him : “ Thou slialt call his name Jesus, for he shall save his 
people from their sins.” Indeed, that was just what I needed ; 
to be “ saved from my sins,” not in them. How many a sigh 
had escaped my troubled breast on account of this very thing. 

This head-knowledge left me just outside of the kingdom of 
heaven. It did not move me one step toward God. “ The 
flesh profitetli nothing, it is the Spirit that quickenetli,” the 
Lord himself declared to the multitudes that followed him. 
They heard his words, saw his miracles, and wondered at his 
wisdom, but their estimation of him was after the flesh, as he 
told them: “Ye judge after the flesh.” They understood not 
his speech, they could not hear his word; they were “of their 
father, the devil,” &c. Is not man just the same now as then ? 
that is, if without Divine teaching, ignorant of himself—the 
worst of all ignorance, and ignorant of Christ—the sum and 
substance of all true wisdom. Yet how wise some are ; making 
a pretence of bringing sinners to him whom they never saw 
themselves by any divine illumination of the mind; which 
illumination is necessary to a saving knowledge of him. As the 
Holy Ghost affirms by Paul: “ For God, who commanded the 
light to shine out of darkness, hath shined in our hearts, to 
give the light of the knowledge” —mark that, my reader, not the 
bare knowledge, but the light of the knowledge—“of the glory of 
God, in the face of Jesus Christ.” And this treasure we have 
“ in earthen vessels, that the excellency of the power may be of 
God, and not of us.” (2 Cor. iv. 6, 7.) It is this blessed light 
which enables poor benighted sinners to see him who is “ mighty 
to save.” “In thy light we see light,” says one of old; and 
without it all is darkness. “ If the light that is in thee be 
darkness, how great is that darkness ! ” The Pharisees said they 
could see ; they were not blind; therefore their “sin remained ; ” 
and they were made doubly blind by their seeing; for they 
stumbled at the great stumbling-stone, and rejected him whom 
the Infinite in wisdom had laid in Zion. However, a prophecy 
was fulfilled in those times, as it is being fulfilled now, in three 
classes of character, viz., the openly profane, the professing 
church, and the Church of Christ. “ For, behold, darkness shall 
cover the earth, and gross darkness the people.” What people, 
I ask, but those who profess to know him, but in works deny 
him?, “ But the Lord shall arise upon thee, and his glory shall 
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be seen upon thee.” (Tsa. lx. 2.) Did not the light of life arise 
upon the fisherman of Galilee, upon Zaccheus the publican, the 
woman of Samaria, the thief upon the cross, and scores besides, 
in that day when the “ Sun of Righteousness arose with healing 
in his wings,” after he had implanted his “fear in their hearts.” 
It was essential that the fear of God should be taught them by 
himself, as none other can teach, rather than by the precepts of 
men, which often leaves in a darkness more dense than before. 
We are told of the proselytes, “ They were twofold more the 
children of hell than themselves.” (Matt, xxiii. 15.) So much 
for Pliariseeism. 

Reading on in the aforesaid work, I came across a letter from 
Mr. M., concerning his conversion, the awful state he had felt 
himself in when convinced of sin, the danger he had escaped, 
and so on. I thought to myself, “ If you, a moral young man, 
were in such a state as a sinner before the Searcher of hearts 
what must Jbe? What an awful condition I am in!” At that 
moment a resurrection of my long-forgotten sins, from childhood 
to youth, and youth to manhood, passed before my view, which 
looked most heinous as they appeared to my mental vision, in 
something like the following battle array ; the curses of a broken 
law, with its awful peals, entering at the same time into my 
affrighted conscience. A tempest, when about to break, is em¬ 
blematic of my experience at that time. Looking along the 
horizon, first one dark cloud appears, then another, and another, 
till the heavens are clothed with blackness. The first cloud was 
the sins of my childhood; the second, the sins of youth, much 
blacker than the first; the third, the sins of manhood, rolled up 
and enveloping the others with its density ; all seeming ready to 
deluge my guilty soul in torrents of wrath and unmitigated fury; 
and appearing impatient to burst upon my wretched sin-stained 
soul. I felt only fit fuel for the flames of hell. I can assure my 
reader it was a solemn time to me, when God drew near as a 
swift witness against me. My eyes are full of tears while I now 
write, though it is over thirty-one years ago, being, I think, 
July 80, 1854, when I was then feelingly “ born again; not of 
blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but 
of God.” I felt myself a monster in iniquity, and the most 
ungrateful of mortals. Why God had suffered me to exist seemed 
a marvel, while conscience unfolded the dark list of crimes. 

About twenty yards from where I sat, there appeared a great 
pit, with rolling or curling flame issuing from the top. It was 
suggested to my mind, “ That is your desert! ” At the far out¬ 
side, I saw on a wooden cross the mangled form of the dear 
“Man of sorrows,” with his outstretched arms, his lovely head 
inclining to the right, which tacitly said, “ There is your 
Saviour!” The tears rushed to my eyes and I exclaimed, 
“Lord! Make me a better man!” Then I knew it was the 
Lord (and called him so) who was set forth in, and crucified 
according to, the Scriptures; and crucified in vision before 
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my eyes. I never was quite certain as to tlie portion 
of Scripture that came to my mind on that solemn occa¬ 
sion ; therefore I write somewhat cautiously, for fear of 
exaggeration. 1 believe it was, “ Come now, and let us reason 
together, saitli the Lord; though your sins be as scarlet, they 
shall be as white as snow; though they be red like crimson, 
they shall be as wool.” (Isa. i. 18.) The invitation was 
certainly intimated by the astonishing views then passing before 
me ; such as sin in all its horror and heinousness, as committed 
against the best of Beings ; the justice of God in denouncing it; 
eternity with unending woe, as punishing it; and the scarlet dye 
and crimson hue of mine was glaringly made manifest. As it 
passed away, I said in a surprised tone, under the sensations, 
“What is it?” “ Whatever was it ?” Pacing up and down in 
not unpleasing frames of alternate wonder and awe. 

After a short pause, I said, “ I will go and get the same view 
again.” Of course 1 knew not the Lord, till now, any more 
than did the child Samuel, when he said, “ Speak, for thy 
servant liearetli.” (1 Sam. iii. 10.) But when I looked, all had 
passed away as though it had not been ; save in my recollec¬ 
tion ; where I retained it most vividly, and where I have had it 
since, at times. Yet doubts still molest at times as to whether 
all is right between God and my soul; as I cannot rest short of 
the inward witness of the blessed Spirit. All short of that is 
from a questionable source. The short prayer that went out of 
my heart to the Lord of life, who experienced death, was the 
result of my seeing what sin had done, and my felt inability to 
save myself from its dominion or consequences. 

If sinful mortals learn not this painful lesson in some measure 
they will never prize a great Saviour. The Lord does not teach 
all his people in the same way, but the same effects must be 
produced ; these are,—a needy sinner, and a full Christ; a 
complete bankrupt and a great Surety; a naked sinner to be 
clothed in his righteousness. It was this serious yet blessed 
work which implanted godly fear in my soul, and caused me to 
see things, in measure, as the Scriptures, the word of the ever¬ 
lasting Jehovah, speak of them “0, the mercy of a long- 
suffering God,” said I, “ whose mercy I have despised; whose 
forbearance I have contemned ; and against whose authority I 
have rebelled!” How startling were my thoughts, as l contem¬ 
plated him who had done “ terrible things which I looked not 
for, when the mountains ” of pride “ flowed down at his 
presence.” “ How could’st thou have borne with such a 
rebellious wretch; such a monster of inquity ?” was my 
ejaculation, directed up to the heavens ; for I then thought that 
was his only habitation. But he soon taught me that he dwells 
in every humble and contrite heart: “ For thus saitli the high 
and lofty One, that inhabiteth eternity, whose Name is Holy ; 1 
dwell in the holy place, with him, also, that is of a contrite 
and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the humble 
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and to revive the heart of the contrite ones.” I felt real 
compunction as a result of this visitation ; for I was stung at the 
remembrance of my past follies, and contrition of spirit was not 
lacking as an ingredient in my cup. I considered no judgment 
had been too great or too bad if the Almighty had seen good to 
inflict it upon me. No language could be found in my vocabulary 
to express adequately my indignation against my ungodly self; 
neither could any grief or tears be a compensation for all my 
base returns to him from whom came every good and perfect 
gift. It was not the dread of hell—which I so richly deserved— 
or the frown of an angry God, that made me so relent. 0, no ! 
I t was the riches of his goodness, grace, forbearance, and long- 
suffering that led me to repentance ; causing me to repent of sin, 
as committed against him who was, and is, supremely qood. 
O, the biting remorse that 1 felt for a few days ; as conscience 
had not yet been pacified by the atoning blood of Christ being 
sprinkled thereon. Godly sorrow for sin, as sin, had to be felt 
first; the Lamb must be eaten only with bitter herbs; as Israel 
of old did in coming out of Egypt; a striking type of the Israel 
of God in these days, when brought out of the Egyptian darkness 
of this world. Sin is made bitter to them, and they see, more or 
loss, its enormity in crucifying the darling Son of God, before they 
can appreciate the preciousness of the atonement. (Ex. xii. 8.) 
“ Unto you therefore which believe he is precious; but unto them 
which be disobedient,” he is “ a stone of stumbling, and a rock 
of offencebeing disobedient; wliereunto also they were 
appointed.” (1 Peter ii. 7, 8.1 John Newton knew it, and 
sweetly composed his own experience, as well as that of others, 
mine in particular, in the following lines: 

“ In evil long I took delight, 

Unawed by shame or fear ; 

Till a new object struck my sight, 

And stopp'd my wild career. 

“ I saw One hanging on a tree, 

In agonies and blood; 

Who fix’d his languid eyei on me, 

As near his cress I stood. 

“ Sure, never till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look; 

It seem'd to charge me with his death, 

Tnough not a word he spoke. 

“ My conscience felt and own’d the guilt, 

And plunged me in despair ; 

I saw my sins his blood had spilt, 

And htlp’d to nail him there.” 

The gracious promise was now fulfilled in me: “And I will 
pour upon the house of David, and upon the inhabitants of 
Jerusalem, the spirit of grace and of supplications; and they shall 
look upon me whom they have pierced, and they shall mourn for 
him, as one mourneth for his only son, and shall be in bitterness for 
him, as one that is in bitterness for his firstborn.” (Zeeli. xii. 10.) 
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How Clear it is to any mind open to conviction, that until God 
pours in there is no pouring out, to any purpose. All else is 
only wind and noise; empty breath with no expectation of re¬ 
ceiving an answer. Saul of Tarsus made many prayers, no doubt, 
for he was a Pharisee of the Pharisees ; of whom it is said, they 
made long prayers. It was not until after the Lord met with 
him at Damascus’ gate, that he began to pour out his prayer to 
him whom he called Lord! No notice was taken of all his lip- 
service, any more than is taken of all the mimicry of hypocrites, 
Pharisees, and visionaries of our day. When the exalted Saviour 
Sent down the gift of repentance and enabled him to pray, he 
took notice of it, and calls the attention of Ananias with a 
“Behold!” “For, behold, he prayetli.” Three days without 
eating or drinking shows that Saul must have had a large dish 
of bitter herbs in taking a review of what sin had done for him, 
and what a carnal profession had done in persecuting Christ, 
and leading him blindfold to do the devil’s drudgery! But as 
repentance had been given, so forgiveness followed in its turn; 
proving to Saul that the ascended Jesus was exalted for the 
express purpose of giving both ; as it is written: “ Him hath 
God exalted with his right hand to be a Prince and a Saviour, 
for to give repentance to Israel, and forgiveness of sins.” (Acts 
v. 31.) “ Arise, and be baptized, and wash away thy sins, calling 
on the name of the Lord.” The last clause he was constrained 
to carry out as from necessity, not as a duty. The writer of this 
also felt he could not help calling; for he needed what no other 
being could do for him, viz., the pardon of his sins. None but 
he who is highly exalted could impart so great a blessing. This 
I was assured of, and to him I looked. If he had not been 
gracious in that respect, I must have said “ Amen ” to my own 
damnation, without imputing injustice to him who is declared to 
be most upright. On Monday morning, I took the cards from 
under the bed, went out on the plains, tore them up and scattered 
them to the four winds; from that day till this I have never 
taken a pack in my hand; nor have I even seen them without 
feeling repugnance. This would have been done the day before, 
but I was really afraid of sinning against the God of all my 
mercies by touching them; so tender was my conscience now 
made in respect of that bane of my life. 0, how I prayed that 
night to be kept from my besetment; for I dreaded a relapse 
into my old state. My distress of mind was acute and every 
retrospect brought a fresh pang; and when my associates were 
released from the guard-room and began to talk of Friday night’s 
revelry, fresh guilt was added; for a forced smile made its 
appearance on my lips. “Yes,” and “No,” was about all that 
could be got from me, till I was asked for the cards, when I told 
them they were torn up. For this I received a volley of abuse, 
with the remark that, if I would not play myself they could. 

One young man in particular, who was afterwards shot through 
the bowels at the storming of Delhi, was very wrathful. What 
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was up with Tommy Witts none could understand or think ; for 
I was naturally of a very cheerful disposition under almost any 
circumstances. Now there was gloom, gravity, and pacing about 
in silence; with a look up to the heavens and a deep-lieaved 
sigh, while I asked such questions as, “ 0, God ! can’st thou ever 
forgive such a rebellious wicked wretch ?” “0, fool that I have 
been to have lived all these years in sin and ungodliness against 
him who has been so merciful, kind, and gracious !” How mean 
and contemptible 1 appeared in my own eyes. How lovely did 
the works of the Creator then look, whether by night or day. 
One night, as I cast my eyes up to the heavens, being in search 
of a place in which to kneel down and confess what a monster of 
iniquity, heap of filth, and mass of corruption I was, the moon 
seemed brighter than usual; the stars bespangled the nightly 
plain, and the Almighty, as the Monarch of all his works, was 
glorious in my eyes, as 1 admired and adored him in his 
witnesses. Dr. Watts well expresses my thoughts on that 
occasion: 

“ Father ; how wide thy glory shines ! 

How high thy wonders rise 1 
Known through the earth by thousand signs, 

By thousands in the skies t 

“ Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power ! 

Their motion speaks thy skill! 

And on the wings of every hour 
We read thy patience still!” 

O, the long-sulfering, the patience, the forbearance towards me 
was amazing! “ How could’st thou bear with such as I have 

been ?” was my exclamation ; “ base, ungrateful creature that I 
am!” 

Ah ! My friends, this was genuine, godly repentance, that 
needed never to be repented of ; a lieart-felt confession from the 
depths of my very soul, and a humbling of myself as the basest 
and vilest of the vile. There was no sham about it; for 1 felt 
what I uttered before the Searcher of all hearts. With man l 
had nothing to do ; it was “ against him, and him only I had 
sinned, and done nothing but evil in his sight.” Some go up to 
confess before men; ending with a few legal tears, which they 
call conversion : “ And anon with joy they receive the Word, but 
yet they have no root hi themselves.” (Matt. xiii. 21.) I was 
arraigned at the bar of conscience, with the Word of God, which 
is “ sharper than any two-edged sword;” indeed, I felt it was 
“ quick and powerful; to the dividing asunder of soul and spirit, 
and of the joints and marrow, and is a discerner of the thoughts 
and intents of the heart. (Heb. iv. 12, 13.) 

There was no bogus or boggling here; it was as though no 
repentance could be adequate to my guilt, nor any compunction 
bring down the desired blessing. Though I ceased not to cry 
for mercy whenever I could get alone, yet I did not know, believe, 
or even conceive, that the Lord of heaven and earth would look 
down upon such an insignificant creature, accept his confession, 
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and seal pardon on his heart; giving “ a joy unspeakable and 
full of glory.” “In that day thou shalt say, 0 Lord, I will 
praise thee; though thou wast angry with me, thine anger is 
turned away, and thou coinfortedst me. Behold, God is my 
salvation ; I will trust and not be afraid ; for the Lord Jehovah 
is my strength and my song ; he also is become my salvation.” 
(Isa. xii. 1, 2.) 

One thing was ardently desired and sought for, by night and 
day ; that was, a secret place in which to kneel down, confess my 
long, black catalogue of offences, and prostrate my soul and body 
in the dust; thinking I might find some acceptance that way as 
an easement to my burdened heart. If this could be done, I 
thought probably he would be propitious. But, however desirable, 
fear of being found in that attitude, my carnal heart, and the 
devil, continually frustrated me. One suggestion or another 
kept me from my purpose. Groans, sighs, and bitter reflections 
were my meat and drink, for it seemed impossible that a holy 
God could pass by my transgressions without some free and full 
acknowledgement. “0, that I could find a secret place ! ” Had I 
been possessor of the earth, all could have been given up if I 
could have undone what was done. But no ! “ Man knows the 
beginnings of sin, but who can bound the issues thereof,” said 
the apostate, Francis Spira. 

Owing to the bad health of the regiment—our men were 
continually dropping off—the incessant rains, and bad condition 
of the barracks, we received orders to go up the Himalaya 
Mountains, to a place called Subbatlioo, being about seven days’ 
march. The extreme heat of the day would not allow of a move 
until after the sun had set. All being in commotion and 
confusion, I had not had an opportunity of reading my Bible in 
any secret place, though it was reading me. I was in hopes of being 
able to kneel down in the darkness of the night as we were on the 
march, and to read the Word in the day when my comrades were 
asleep in the tent. Therefore I left my Bible on the top of my 
black bag, as easy of access. There being laxity of discipline at 
this time owing to so much sickness and death, drunkenness and 
riot among those in health prevailed. The men were drinking 
very hard, and some were much intoxicated just before we “ fell 
in ; ” and we had not proceeded many miles before a great 
number had to “ fall out ” from various causes. My exercise of 
mind prevented my feeling any fatigue or weariness of body, 
I could only think of my state as an unpardoned criminal. My 
front and rear, right and left hand companions, sang indecent, 
obscene songs most lustily, which increased my burden ; for bad 
language was now painful to me in the extreme. I tried to put 
my fingers in my ears to shut it out, when I discovered, as I 
stopped my left ear, that the hearing of my right was impaired ; 
it was dull, and there was no distinctness of sound. Li the 
course of a few months the other became affected. This deaf¬ 
ness has been a heavy cross, which God, the only wise, has seen 
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good to lay upon me; and one which neither prayers nor 
petitions, expense nor skill, have been able to remove or alter. 
To speak of all the trials, troubles, inconveniences, and 
disadvantages of this affliction, to say nothing of the pain and 
temptations on account of it, would make a large pamphlet. 

When the camp ground was reached, and the men in the tent 
fast asleep, 1 began to think it a good time to kneel; if only to 
tell the Lord 1 deserved his wrath but hoped in his mercy. But 
just as I was about to bend, it was suggested, “ Perhaps your 
comrade will get out of bed, and fall over your legs, and they 
will make rare sport of you when it becomes known. You will 
be almost sure to be caught in the act.” I did not want sleep 
for the body, for the concerns of the soul seemed of such vast 
importance. If I could only, in real contrition, discharge the 
load on my heart into the bosom of a compassionate God, or lay 
my soul at the foot of the cross, it would give me rest indeed, 
and a refreshing that a bed of down could not furnish. 

I had to abandon the thought of the bodily exercise in worship, 
through the fear of man and the devices of Satan ; but perhaps 
it was to teach me that it is not so much the position of the body 
as the desire of the soul. “ With my soul have I desired thee in 
the night; yea, with my spirit within me will I seek thee early,” 
was my practical and experimental walk. I still made use of 
ejaculatory prayer ; interrogating Him who hath made the ear ; 
and with humility asking him to be merciful to such as were 
ungodly ; for 1 had no righteousness to plead, and vows and 
resolutions were untliought of. However, it was soon made 
sweetly known by a blessed experience that “ He justifies the 
ungodly,” not the perfectionist: that Christ‘‘came not to call 
the self-righteous but sinners ” of the worst type “ to repen¬ 
tance;” but more of this anon! “The Spirit itself maketli 
intercession.” (Bom. viii. 26.) 

I searched the Church of England Prayer-book to find a 
prayer to meet my case ; but they were not expressive enough 
for me. They were too much in general terms to suit my case ; 
but I found a hymn at the end which expressed my feelings : 

“ Lord, I approach thy throne of grace, 

Where mercy does abound ; 

Desiring mercy for my sin, 

To heal my soul's deep wound. 

“ 0, Lord ! I need not to repeat 
What I would humbly crave; 

For thou dost know before I ask, 

The thing that I would have! 

“ Mercy, good Lord, mercy I ask, 

This is the total sum ; 

For mercy, Lord, is all my suit, 

0, let thy meroy come !” 

Those verses I repeated with eartnestness, at times. Yet if I 
had been asked if I thought pardon or forgiveness of sin was to 
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be known, felt, tasted and enjoyed here, my answer would have 
been, “ Certainly not!” but I hoped for it at the dissolution of 
the body. 

There is no question now in my mind as to whether a seeking 
sinner finds mercy before he departs this life. My observation, 
experience, and, above all, the Word of him who is a “ God of 
truth and without iniquity” confirm the glorious fact that seek¬ 
ing sinners find mercy here; and humble petitioners get their 
requests granted. Those who knock with vehemence get admis¬ 
sion : “ For the kingdom of heaven suffereth violence, and the 
violent take it by force. (Matt. xi. 12.) One text out of many, 
just to silence any disputer of the truth: “ For every one that 
asketh, receivetli; and he that seeketli, findeth ; and to him that 
knocketli, it shall be opened.” How positively the lips of him 
“ who spake as never man spake ” here assert that a knowledge 
of pardon is obtained in this life ! What an emphasis after the 
injunction ! The new-born child in nature cries lor the milk 
so it is in grace. The lieaven-born child of grace cries for “ the 
sincere milk of the Word,” not the letter so much as the spirit. 

Just before daylight I dropped oft' to sleep, and was shortly 
after awakened to take breakfast. A young female made her ap¬ 
pearance to sell some wares, when the unclean began to ask her 
many questions in Hindostanee, watching my countenance the 
while to see if I was at all likely to chime in, and thus afford 
them a delicious morsel. What a struggle I felt to keep out the 
suggestions of the “ old man.” My companions were laughing 
heartily, and my conscience was lacerated afresh ; for “ he that 
looketh on a woman to lust after her,” &c., was painfully felt, 
though I was not conversant with the letter of it. The law is 
spiritual, but I found I was “ carnal, sold under sin.” To pluck 
out right eyes, and cut off right-hand sins, is no easy work for a 
novice; even a veteran has often groaned, as the latter part of 
Romans vii. fully elucidates. I hated with the greatest detesta¬ 
tion every evil word, and anything that was calculated to revive 
my sins, and would go out of my way in any direction to avoid it. 

The natural man’s estimation of sin is by the fruits of it. The 
man who is made spiritual judges by the indwelling of the Holy 
Spirit, the propensity or the principle within, the Lord of Hosts 
being there to weigh up matters; for a just weight is his delight; 
as we read, “ In that day shall the Lord of hosts be for a crown 
of glory, and for a diadem of beauty, unto the residue of his 
people; and for a spirit of judgment to him that sitteth in 
judgment.” (Isa. xxviii. 5, 6.) “ This is the judgment which 
begins at the house of Godnot a pile of brides and mortar. 
“ Ye also, as lively stones, are built up a spiritual house, an holy 
priesthood, to offer up spiritual sacrifices, acceptable to God by 
Jesus Christ.” (1 Pet. ii. 5.) 

As soon as the men had cleaned their arms and accoutre¬ 
ments they fell off to sleep ; and I was now able to draw out my 
Bible to see if I could get any comfort, but I found none. In 
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the evening, as I was pacing up and down the tents, waiting for 
the assembly to sound, an old chum, a bit of a jester, came up 
and asked me if I was studying astronomy, as I kept looking 
up to the sky. I have forgotten my reply, but not the anxious 
gaze; for “ my hope was in the Lord who made heaven and 
earth.” 

It was very dark when we got to the camp ground and we 
could not see what we were doing. The men cursed and swore 
very much ; one youth, I believe, cursed his Maker. This 
distressed and grieved my sin-racked soul ; yea, only to hear his 
Name taken in vain ; for his honour was dear to me. Rather 
than his Name should be profaned or lightly spoken of I would 
have pitched all the tents myself had it been possible. His 
great and terrible Name was dreadful to my thoughts; partly 
from slavish fear, and partly from a solemn awe. To sin against 
such a holy God as he had revealed himself to me to be, was as 
though one should try to thrust my hand in the fire. “ Am I 
not grieved with those that rise up against thee ?” said one in 
Holy Writ; and so said I. 

The next morning, in passing one of the Company’s tents, an 
old companion, and one involved in my last crime, called out 
with a grin, “ Tom, you never speak to a fellow now.” I faintly 
smiled and passed on, thinking I had said enough to those who 
feared not God. In the evening an incident occurred which 
considerably increased my burden. I was sent with three or four 
others to strike a tent. By the awkwardness of some of us the 
tent poles were liable to have been broken. The suddenness of 
the affair took me by surprise, and a wicked word fell from my 
lips ; though no harm came to the tent or the poles. 

Lamenting this hasty word, and grieved at my slip, I called 
myself a fool over and over again for my unwatchfulness. All 
along the road I bemoaned my sad condition ; for my conscience 
being so tender, it was like throwing salt on a wound to contract 
fresh guilt. “ 0, if I had not so sinned, then there would have 
been hope ; but now, alas 1 there is none !” This was receiving 
the Word in much affliction ; for the law of works was my only 
rule at this time. But even this worked a salutary good; as 
one of my comrades began to tell me, in some filthy dis¬ 
gusting words, something of one of the married women of the 
regiment, to try to draw me into the conversation; I indig¬ 
nantly replied,—being nerved for the first time to rebuke 
sin, hoist my colours, and show that I was on the Lord’s 
side—“ I hope you will never make use of such words to me 
again ; for all my aim and desire is to lead a very different life 
to what I have lived! ” These words confirmed what one had 
remarked only in a joke a few days before : “ How religious 
Tommy is getting,” though he did not believe it at the time. 
“ Many a true word is spoken in jest,” they say, who speak in 
proverbs. My reproof was cutting, coming as it did from one 
who was so lately a leader in the kind of conversation to which 
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I liave alluded. He blushed, was confused, and silent. My 
loathing of myself because of my last slip made me care but little 
what, or how meanly, my fellow man thought of me, for I was 
mean enough in my own eyes. My pride was kicked out of the 
tent and the cross taken up. What I have described took place 
in the presence of four or five others, to their astonishment. 

Till a man becomes nothing, through a sight and sense of him¬ 
self as a weak, polluted, guilty, filthy, helpless creature, he 
cherishes the thought of paying off the long score of back debts 
by daily balancing accounts for the future, by running no fresh 
bills, and by paying as he goes. Fresh contracted guilt opens 
the eyes to see the inability of human nature, and a few plunges 
into the ditch will make his “ own clothes ” of self-righteous¬ 
ness “ abhor him.” (Job ix. 29-38.) A man may be as good 
and as upright in outward practices as the 1 ‘ man who feared God 
and eschewed evil”; but when the Daysman is unseen, and the 
filth of the flesh and spirit cleaves as close as the skin, and the 
man is unwashed in the proper fountain, all is nothing worth ; 
and the “ hope that grows out of the dust of the earth ” is 
destroyed. The transgressions are sealed up, and the iniquity 
sewed up, the countenance changed, and he is sent away with a 
frown ; for God numbers his steps, watches over his sin. and 
makes his beauty to consume away. (Ps. xxxix. 11.) These 
polluted waters wear away all stones of help, and wash away 
every green herb of creature goodness. (Job xiv. 16-20.) Here 
I affirm, fearless of any contradiction, that till a man has learnt 
in some measure the truth and experience of the two last 
references, he has no true knowledge of “ the true God, and 
Jesus Christ whom he hath sent.” And, without seif abhorrence 
there is no “repenting in dust and ashes.” I throw out these 
hints for those who feel the plague of their own heart; not for 
“ the generation that is pure in their own eyes, yet not washed 
from their filthiness.” (Prov. xxx. 12.) They must be left to 
go on provoking God ; “being a smoke in his nose, a fire that 
burnetii all the day.” Practically and verbally they say, 
“‘Stand by thyself, come not near unto me, fori am holier 
than thou ; ’ not having committed a sin for thirty or more 
years.” These say they have no sin, but they “deceive them¬ 
selves, and the truth is not in them.” God will deal with them 
according to their folly by “recompensing into their own bosom, 
even a recompense.” (Isa. lxv. 2-6.) 

To return. When we reached the next camping ground I 
neither felt tired, weary, nor sleepy. The others were all soon 
in the arms of Morpheus, while I was wandering about in quest 
of a quiet spot to bewail my sad condition. I could think of 
nothing but my sins; they pressed me down like lead. I ex¬ 
pected to get no relief till I could pour out my soul’s grief in 
words of contrition, with godly sorrow for sin and weeping eyes. 
It was a lovely night; the sky was clear, the moon at full, and 
the brilliant heavens declaring the glory of God, as the Almighty 
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Creator and Governor of tlie universe ! He was the only object 
in my estimation worthy of a thought; and to fall prostrate and 
adore him was the object of my wandering among the baggage. 
But, just as I was about to do so, the devil suggested, “ There 
are serpents and vipers of all kinds about here and you will get 
bitten, for doubtless the place is much infested, and your life 
would be in jeopardy.” Satan and unbelief drove me from my 
purpose: 

“ For Satan trembles when he sees 

The weakest saint upon his knees.” 

I had not that faith which says, 

“ Whatever harm can reach my soul 
Beneath my Father’s eye ?” 

1 know plenty, the Plymouth Brother in particular, would have 
said, “ It is only to believe.” To such I reply, “ It was as easy 
for me to believe my load of sin was taken off as it would have 
been to believe the sergeant if, when I was at knapsack drill for 
a punishment, he had said, 1 Witts, your drill is finished and 
your knapsack off if you can only believe it.’ ” Day after day I 
was feeling my punishment to be the result of my crime. Thus 
it is with the sinner who has to learn what sin is, as crucifying 
the son of God; what the Saviour suffered on account of his 
sins in particular; or, I would ask this letter-faith brother, how 
can we have fellowship with Christ in his sufferings ? 

“ A faithful friend of grief partakes, 

But union can be none 
Betwixt a heart like melting wax 
And hearts as hard as stone; 

“ Betwixt a head diffusing blood 
And members sound and whole; 

Betwixt an agonizing God 

And an unfeeling eoul.”— Hart. 

The two natures in one Person made the sacrifice of infinite 
worth. He was as much God when on the cross as now in 
heaven. 

Genuine faith is “ the gift of God,” not a mere exercise of the 
intellectual faculties; and for a man to believe he is saved only 
because the Scriptures invite the hungry, the thirsty, the needy, 
the naked, the wretched, the lost, &c., without ever being feel¬ 
ingly needy in this sense, is to believe what the Word does not 
approve. Every one who ever found the Sin-bearer had to feel 
what the guilt of sin was, when its weight was in any measure 
laid on the conscience; and have known that none could take it 
off but He who laid it on, whether in the case of Jew or Gentile. 
So we can dismiss our Plymouth Brother, as well as all letter- 
faith professors, with a reference; for they have duly to leam 
that the faith of God’s people, as well as repentance, is a Divine 
gift: “ They shall come with weeping, and with supplication 
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will I lead them. I will cause them to walk by the rivers of 
waters in a straight way, wherein they shall not stumble; for I 
am a Father to Israel.” “ But Israel stumbled and fell; for they 
are not all Israel, which are of Israel; but the children of the 
promise are counted for the seed.” (Bom. ix. 6-8.) “ And as 

many as walk by this rule, peace be on them, and mercy; and 
upon the Israel of God.” (Gal. vi. 16.) To the rest, the Holy 
Ghost saitli, “ Ye shall lie down in sorrow.” (Isa. 1. 11.) 

Being baffled in trying to pray with bended knees and with 
my mouth in the dust, as the most fitting place for a rebel like 
myself, I went to my tent and laid on my bed-cot, when, 

“ Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep,” 
took me into her soft embrace. 

When I awoke in the morning my feelings were such as I 
cannot now describe or define, as it is so long since ; but 
heavenly, holy, happy, and peaceful, is saying too little about it. 
I have felt at times ; yea, many times since, something of the 
same ; but not to make such a deep impression as it did the first 
time. It seemed as though heaven itself was let down into my 
soul, and a peace passing all understanding was blessedly felt, 
as the apostle speaks of. 0, to have gone there and then to that 
place from whence it came ; even into the presence of a pure and 
holy God, how desirable I have thought since ; instead of having 
to pass through so many trials and temptations, floods and fires, 
as I have from that time to this. 

That peace flowed in from an inexhaustible Spring, and 
extended like a river. “ I will,” saitli God, “ extend peace to 
her like a river, and the glory of the Gentiles like a flowing 
stream.” Again : ‘‘The glorious Lord will be unto us a place 
of broad rivers and streams.” (Isa. xxxiii. 21.) What striking 
figures the Holy Ghost has used to set forth the experience of 
living souls ; which none can know but those who have the 
capacity to enjoy: “ For the natural man receiveth not the 
things of the Spirit; neither can he know them nor can he 
understand such passages as, “ To suck and be satisfied with the 
breasts of Zion’s consolation these sayings must be more 
incomprehensible than hieroglyphics to some. But there are 
favoured souls who know what it is to milk out and be delighted, 
to suck and be satisfied with the abundance of the Church’s 
glory. I felt an inexpressible calm, though not joy. Courage 
was imparted. I drew out my Bible, feeling no longer ashamed 
or afraid of man. The kingdom of heaven was set up in my 
soul; such as righteousness, joy, and peace in the Holy Ghost. 
I read where the Lord of life and glory was crucified. How I 
mourned over his pierced hands and feet! What tears of 
contrition ran down my cheeks that sin and sinners should have 
done this! But my base ingratitude for slighting this blessed 
Saviour so long—as light was imparted to enable me to see who 
and what he was—seemed most horrible. But, 0, what a lovely 
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Christ! In the evening one of the men said, “You seem to be 
getting very religious,” calling me by name. “ Yes, and nearly 
time,” said I; not knowing so well then as I do now, that if 
God had not begun with me, it was impossible for me to have 
begun with him. 

When we began to ascend the mountains the next night it was 
raining heavily ; our light clothing was soon drenched through, 
and the water ran off in little streams from our shakos and 
accoutrements. Many cursed and swore, others laughed, while 
the greater part took but little notice of it. My peace and 
happiness, quietness and tranquility, were such, that I blessed 
God for the rain that was almost blinding me, because it came 
from him whom I believed to be goodness itself. My guilt was 
gone, my joy now knew no hounds, as I looked up while we 
wended our way around the mountains. I said, “ Ah, Lord ! 
send it down and drench me to death ; ” for I felt myself to be a 
pardoned man. It really was the death of a good many, through 
being in saturated clothes for so many hours ; and we soon began 
to bury them after we arrived and got settled in quarters. Those 
blessed sensations of heavenly joy, unspeakable and full of glory, 
were no wildfire of fleshly excitement; for everything outside 
was opposed to it. We had to contend with discomfort, fatigue, 
weariness, the darkness of the night, and the liability of going 
headlong, perhaps some hundred feet or more, to he dashed to 
atoms. 

Where God is enjoyed as the sum and source of all bliss and 
blessedness labour is not labour, pain is not pain ; for martyrs 
have sung in the flames of their persecutors. But who can 
describe the rapturous delight, the unbounded joy that springs 
out of a knowledge of sin being put away and sensibly removed 
from off the conscience ? It beggars all language, though some 
of our poets have beautifully touched it; as in the following 
lines. 

“ 1 Forgiveness,’ ’tis a joyful sound 
To malefactors doom’d to die; 

Lord, may this bliss in me be found, 

May I redeeming grace enjoy ! 

“ ’Tis the rich gift of love divine; 

’Tis full, outmeasuring every crime ; 

Unclouded shall its glories shine, 

And know no change by changing time ! 

“ O’er sins unnumber’d as the Band, 

And like the mountains for their size, 

The seas of sovereign grace expand. 

The seas of sovereign grace arise ! ” 

The Old Testament saints rejoiced in the realization of it, as 
Psalm xxxii. 2 expresses it: “ Blessed is the man unto whom 
the Lord imputeth not iniquity, and in whose spirit there is no 
guile.” Hearty confession and forsaking of sin was the channel 
through which the blessing was conveyed to David. Micah the 
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prophet breaks out with, “ Who is God like unto thee, that 
pardoneth iniquity, and passeth by the transgressions of the 
remnant of his heritage ; he retaineth not his anger for ever, 
because he delightetli in mercy.” (vii. 18.) This experience of 
the Old, as well as the New Testament believers, shows that all 
who get to heaven must know pardoning love here: 

“ There’s no repentance in the grave, 

Nor pardon granted to the dead.” 

This truth is confirmed by the Word of God, and one reference 
is as good as a thousand. See Rev. xxii. 

I felt nothing of the march ; my heart was light, my limbs 
were strong, and my constitution above the average, and, above 
all, the Lord was my helper. We arrived at Kussowla about 
midnight and found the 32nd Regiment was stationed there. 
My comrade’s black bag had arrived, and he lent me a change 
of clothing, as mine was not to be found. This was no small 
mercy under the circumstances, for no doubt many perished for 
the want of it. I laid myself down on a form and slept sweetly 
till morning, for I had peace with God. The next day we 
proceeded on our march just after dinner, as it was so much 
cooler up there, and arrived about 7 p.m. The company to 
which my townsman, who was so partial to me when I joined 
the regiment, belonged, had been stationed there some weeks 
before. He came to meet me, and before I desired to see him, 
too, for I was totally cut oft' from the world and wanted nothing 
to do with old associates or old things ; they had passed away. 
He came, and as soon as we were dismissed he greeted me, 
saying: “I suppose you are doing ‘another lump,’ ” a soldier’s 
phrase for punishment drill, &c. I replied, “ Yes,” in a low tone. 
“ Well, come on, Tom, down here." 

I suspected where he wanted to entice me; that it was to a 
place I had no desire to visit, and indeed trembled at the thought 
of; but 1 had not the courage to shake him oft', or to tell him 
plainly of my change of sentiments. I had prayed earnestly as 
we marched to be kept from every sin that might cause the Lord 
to be displeased, grieve my soul, and rejoice the enemy. 

Nothing would do but I must go with him; also I must fetch 
two drams of grog, and then drink them. 0, how I detested 
his persuasive influence ; and yet I felt very reluctant to offend 
him, when he evidently asked me out of pure goodwill. The 
Lord, however, opened the way for my escape. A man asked if 
any one knew W. Nicholas. I said he belonged to my company, 
and if he would go with me he would soon see him. Thus I got 
away ; but my peace was gone, and my soul robbed of its tran¬ 
quility ; the devil and conscience accused, and there was nothing 
but condemnation in return. I had broken martial law by going 
to the canteen, and my weakness was again made conspicuous, 
though others knew nothing of it. This made me more earnestly 
entreat the Lord that I might never touch the drink again, 
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unless in case of downright necessity. Sore distress followed 
me until I was enabled to heartily confess my sin ; which I did 
as soon as opportunity occurred. The Lord was graciously 
pleased to remove the guilt from my conscience, and my 
comforts returned. 

As I was still a defaulter, as soon as we got settled in quarters 
—that is, a day or two after—we had to turn out for drill; I 
cheerfully performed my task, for it seemed light compared with 
my crime. I now viewed things in a very different way, and 
accepted it as God’s chastisement; Solomon says, “ To the 
hungry soul every bitter thing is sweet.” And when the Good 
Shepherd is seen and heard, the humble soul can follow; as he 
says, “ My sheep hear my voice, and follow me.” My confine¬ 
ment was my freedom. “ If the Son shall make you free, ye 
shall be free indeed.” 

44 He is freeman whom the Truth makes free, 

And all are slaves besides.”—C owper. 

My Bible was my companion, and it was delightful to me to find 
such things in it as suited my case. The invitations were most 
congenial to my feelings, and the precepts from the mouth of 
Christ were acted upon, as far as practicable, in all simplicity 
and godly sincerity. The tlireatenings produced awe, but no 
terror ; the promises were sweet, as faith came into exercise. It 
now appeared to my newly-enlightened eyes the best treasure a 
sinful mortal could possess. I would exclaim now and again, 
“ Where has been my eyesight all these years, never to have 
seen these blessed yet solemn things?” as this or that striking 
text came under my notice; and when power, love, and joy by 
turns took fast hold of my mind. Being ignorant, as I was up 
to this time, of the letter and experience of divine Truth it was 
a marvellous Book indeed. The real secret lay here : “A man 
can receive nothing, except it be given him from heaven.” (Jno. 
iii. 27.) I have been many years learning this important fact; 
not in assenting to it, but consistently acting upon it; for the 
conceit of a man is not subdued in a few days, months, or even 
years. It is only at certain seasons that the wisdom of his own 
eyes fails him and his prudence deserts him. Before friend and 
foe I read the Sacred Oracle, nothing daunted ; it was my meat 
and drink, and “ esteemed more than my necessary food.” “ It 
was sweeter than honey and the honey-comb.” 

I wondered then how men could slight this blessed Book, which 
produced such inexhaustible treasures of grace and truth, peace 
and joy, as could be found nowhere else; nor is there anything 
else to equal it. I saw not that men are, as declared to be, “dead 
in trespasses and sins; ” that the dead understand nothing of God’s 
work or God’s Word until a spiritual resurrection [regeneration] 
takes place. “The hour is coming, and now is, when the dead 
shall hear the voice of the Son of God, and they that hear shall 
live.” (Jno. v. 25.) That hour has continued from that time 
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to this, and will continue till the end of the dispensation. For 
“ the Son quickeneth whom he will ” even now. (Ver. 21.) 

So fearful of sinning was I, that it was seldom I was away 
from my own private quarters or said anything to others. It 
•certainly was a mystery to my old companions to see me always 
with the Bible before my eyes. They knew I had been to no 
place to catch a religious infection; nor had any one persuaded 
me into it; yet the change was most remarkable and conclusive. 

I said with the Psalmist, “ I will take heed to my ways, that I 
sin not with my tongue; I will keep my mouth with a bridle 
while the wicked is before me.” (Ps. xxxix. 1.) Simply “ Yes,” 
or “No,” to any question was all I had to say. The smile or 
approbation of God outweighed all the scoffs, jeers, and ridicule 
which I was likely to meet with as a result of my change of 
habits. Yet none supposed that the opposition could be borne 
down by me, apparently single-handed; but they knew not the 
powerful Hand that held me. The riches of India were less in 
my esteem than one gracious word from my heavenly Father, as 
I sometimes called him. The spirit of bondage, which produced 
slavish fear, was gone; and the spirit of adoption had been com¬ 
municated or received, which led me to cry “Abba, Father.” 
(Bom. viii. 15.) 

The force of habit is powerful, they say ; so I found. For years 
being in the habit of using bad language, it was hardly to be 
■expected that I should lose all at once a practice so ingrained 
into all my expressions, however guarded against. I repeat, it 
was hardly likely I should conquer this bad habit all at once, 
particularly when excited or taken by surprise. One day, at 
defaulter’s drill, a young soldier lost the step through his awk¬ 
wardness and trod upon my heels. My hasty temper moved the 
“little member which no man can tame,” and being “ set on fire 
•of hell,” a volley of bad words issued from my mouth against the 
•offending rear rank man, because he did not take better heed. 
He lost the step, and I lost mine in a spiritual sense ; so I suffered 
inside and out; guilt, shame, condemnation, and self-reproach, 
were sorely felt; and the devil kicked my heels worse than the 
man had done. His accusations and suggestions kicked me about 
rarely. He said, “ Now wish a curse or some bad thing to him 
that made you so suddenly slip.” But I replied, “ This would 
add sin to sin ! ” Then I began to limit the mercy of God, for 
I could not hope that he would pass by that. The Lord certainly 
did hide his face, and I was distressed by this for some hours. 
But his sympathetic heart was well able to succour me, he himself 
having been tempted. Others have been overcome as well as I. 

“ He sees me often overcome, 

And pities my distress; 

And bids affliction drive me home 
To anchor on his grace.” 

“ He restoretli my soul,” said David; and so he has mine 
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hundreds of times, and has again “ led me into green pastures, 
beside the still waters ” of peace. 

The evil habit to which I have alluded not only stung me if I 
practised it myself, but if others in my hearing indulged in cursing, 
swearing, or obscene language of any land it was very hateful 
to me, and I felt constrained to reprove them ; or I was censured 
from within for not speaking on God’s behalf. Having occasion 
to do so one day to an old associate, he, in return, retorted that 
I had said a great deal worse when going to the guard-room two 
or three months back. “ True,” said I, “ but I see the evil of it 
now. ‘ For every idle word that men shall speak, they shall 
give an account, in the day of judgment.’ How much more 
for language so abominable, and expressions so fraught with evil,” 
I said. I had just been leading, and so was nerved to speak as 
above ; and if I remember rightly, I quoted Matt. xii. 3G. These 
things, and my line of conduct generally, soon separated them from 
me, and we were mutually agreed upon that point. 

Mj punishment being completed, the days of confinement were 
expired and I was at liberty to go out when off duty. Therefore 
I wandered about the mountains to hold communion with my 
God with as much secrecy as possible. I did not like ostenta¬ 
tion in these things, and I had heard the men go on against it; 
for there was much display in one man who had been brought 
up as a Wesleyan. He had been an awful blackguard, like the 
writer, but had more of a brazen front than myself. His natural 
convictions and the “ angel of light ” brought him out of his un¬ 
godliness and caused him to be grave, serious, and zealous, without 
having a right knowledge of what real religion in the heart con¬ 
sisted of. Following the principles of J. Wesley in all their free¬ 
will tendency, he denounced every one who could not imbibe and 
swallow all that his champion said, and scoffed at the idea of sin 
dwelling in any one as a propensity. He asked the carnal 
question, “ if sin existed under the finger nails ? ” for some con¬ 
tended that there was no being perfectly free from all sin while in 
the body. He held that there was, for he had obtained the second 
blessing. His going out on the plain at Umballali with cap off, 
Bible in hand, uplifted eyes, &c., was nothing but a glaring dis¬ 
play of fleshly religion. His name was Wesley Maxwell. I knew 
nothing of him or any others for several weeks after the Lord 
arrested me. Never having known either creeds, tenets, or senti¬ 
ments, nor possessing a father’s religion, I embraced nothing but 
what I could clearly apprehend; even when I got among those 
who met together for worship. And so the Lord led me on by 
being alone, taking the Common Prayer-book in my cap to read 
the psalms; for they embodied my desires and longings for 
heavenly things, and assisted me in my meditations while about 
the mountains. One remarkable blessing I received when alone 
about this time, is now before my mind. The inexpressible joy 
and delight, the rapturous boundings of my soul in heavenly 
things, the strong faith in their reality, on this occasion, I shall 
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never forget while reason holds her seat. There are no other 
delights in heaven, I believe (Rev. v. 9 ; xiv. 3 ; xv. 3), than those 
I enjoyed—except that there they are without measure or limit— 
and the Word of God bears it out; for it was a feeling sense of 
the pardoning love of Christ to my soul in its fulness and free¬ 
ness. All creation seemed to praise him and my soul joined in 
the anthem; for the Scriptures were fulfilled in what I then 
realized : “I have blotted out as a thick cloud thy transgressions, 
and as a cloud thy sins; return unto me for I have redeemed 
thee.” Indeed, I marvel not at the Old Testament writers calling 
on all inanimate things, as in the Psalms and elsewhere, under 
the influence of Divine goodness diffusing itself through every 
cavity of the soul. “ Sing, 0 ye heavens; for the Lord hath 
done it; shout, ye lower parts of the earth; break forth into 
singing ye mountains, 0 forest and every tree therein; for the 
Lord hath redeemed Jacob, and glorified himself in Israel.” 
(Isa. xliv. 22, 23.) I knew not that what I then felt was recorded, 
but I had it to enjoy; and, I ask, who could have done it but 
the Lord himself? 

About this time, or a month or two previous, two or three 
men had been called by grace; as many as five or six made a 
profession of religion, and four or five others from the companies 
attended their evening meetings on and off. But as there was 
no noise with the Spirit's work within my soul for others to 
hear, I made none without. If I had faith, it was before God ; 
and all real, soul saving religion takes place silently between the 
Trier of the reins, and the sinner himself; rather than in wind 
and noise before men. 

I certainly wished for a companion like-minded ; but I was in 
the dark as to them, and they as to me, until the time appointed 
for my showing myself unto them. 

I was “ like a sparrow alone on the house-top.” One day, 
a corporal of the company gave notice that the chaplain from 

U- would deliver a lecture up at the church that evening, 

and if any man was desirous of attending he could go. I 
diligently enquired the time, and went; heartily glad to hear 
any discourse upon religion. The minister never turned up, and 
for that reason a prayer-meeting was held in the vestry. Max¬ 
well conducted the service, commencing by giving out a hymn. 
A hymn-book was put into my hand. After the hymn he 
engaged in prayer. As I view the matter now, I can see there 
was much fleshly excitement, and he worked himself up to a high 
pitch of feeling. This was taken to be a great attainment in 
divine worship. I knew not what to make of it, being so young 
in the way ; but one thing was clear to both of us, we had 
no particular liking for each other’s society when we became 
better known ; for I ascribed all my religion to God as its 
Author, and he had done all for himself. So it was no wonder 
we could not walk much together. But others, who had been 
wrought upon by a law-work for a time, and who were under the 
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condemning sentence, experiencing no peace, but a looking for 
of wrath, &c., for weeks together, felt more drawn toward each 
individual who had been, or were, in this school. One of the 
bandsmen came and shook hands with me, hoping I would come 
up to-morrow evening. I wanted no pressing, for it was now my 
element to be engaged in the worship of him who alone is worthy. 
They asked me to try to pray on one occasion; but not being 
much at liberty, and feeling somewhat dark in my mind, I could 
only pray about sin, the goodness of the Lord, and plead for par¬ 
don in such a simple way that brought others of the band toward 
me. These friends had, perhaps, otherwise stood at a little dis¬ 
tance; for they knew 1 was not a “pretty little” sinner out of a 
Sunday school; but one double-dyed and steeped up to the neck 
in sin and iniquity. Finding I still attended, and was firmly 
persuaded in my own mind of what I sought after, I was now 
looked upon as a true “blue light”—a term of reproach for all 
religious men in the regiment. My company was now rather 
courted; as I appeared so strong and generally lively in the best 
things. The one who first shook hands with me was named 
John Leghorn, and he and I loved each other as our own souls. 
•Truly, “ my love for him passed the love of women; ” for I have 
thought years ago I could have paited with wife, children, and 
all I possessed to see him once more in the flesh. There was 
not a pang, grief, trial, or sorrow of our breast but we communi¬ 
cated to each other. Hence our strong attachment until I left 
the regiment. 

Satan’s ranks were not left without my getting many a shot 
from his soldiers. The scoffs and jeers were borne with some 
degree of fortitude; but one stratagem tried me more than all 
the rest, for it came from a quarter I could not resist without 
running a risk of being made a prisoner for disrespect toward a 
non-commissioned officer. Our pay-sergeant now was the same 
man who caused me to be confined for smuggling liquor in 
Limerick, as related. He was promoted when Spinks was de¬ 
graded ; and he was no more partial to me now I was religious 
than he had been when I was without it. This man would get 
two or three like himself seated on the next bed to mine, only a 
yard apart, and begin a conversation composed of all manner of 
uncleanness and obscenity, to see what effect it would produce 
on me. When he began, I made my exit to the verandah; being 
grieved at any such thoughts in my own breast without having 
my ears assailed. A good laugh at my expense was not to be 
wondered at, seeing I was so grave and indignant. At the meet¬ 
ing on one occasion I was much melted under the prayer of one 
of the worshippers, and could again “ rejoice in Christ Jesus with 
a joy unspeakable and full of glory ; ” believing I was “justified 
from all things, from which I could not be justified by the law of 
Moses.” As I lay me down to sleep, how assured I was that all 
and every sin was put away, blotted out, buried in the sea of 
God’s everlasting love, and would never appear against me! I 
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wished to leave this sinful world, to be with Jesus, my Lord and 
my God; asking with dear Toplady, 

“ If such the sweetness of the streams 
What must the Fountain be; 

Where saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately from Thee ? ” 

I believed it was a foretaste of heaven, and was so enraptured 
that it seemed as though my soul would break her prison of clay 
and wing her flight to the realms of eternal felicity. 

I always looked upon my comrade as not so deeply sunken in 
immorality as myself, and began to persuade him to go with me 
to the meetings; telling him what joy and consolation I found 
therein. I thought God had the same favours to bestow on him, 
as he was not so bad as I, therefore, more likely to obtain. Be¬ 
sides, I could see that my reformation had a marked effect on 
him. At last he consented; but the root of the matter not being 
in him, like Pliable in the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” he soon returned 
to his old practices and left me to go on the way by myself, 
amidst frowns and persecution, taunts and reproach, abuse and 
slander, and last and worst, a body of sin and death to cope with. 
But “ having obtained help of God, I continue to this day.” 

The devil’s children thought I went rather too far in religion, 
and lectured me upon it. “ A little is all very well,” said they, 
but I was in extreme. I saw then, as I have seen many times 
since, that to have a little would soon lead to having none ; for I 
tried that path. Necessity was laid upon me to endeavour to 
keep a conscience void of offence toward God and toward man. 
I had joined the “ Blue Lights,” and they wished to see mine go 
out; for all my talk was about the denunciations of sin and sinners 
in the Bible, and against the practices of the barrack-room. I 
had left their ranks they could see, and was irreclaimable as to 
returning for the present, though some still prophesied that 
event. Further, I was an eyesore to those who were compelled 
to witness my conduct, for my life condemned theirs. The 
colour-sergeant was often prying about my quarters to see if he 
could get me confined to barracks for any frivolous fault, or cause 
me to say any word which might be called disrespectful. He 
would have been very glad if he could have discovered any 
negligence as to my personal appearance, so as to point me out 
to the captain on parade ; but in this he failed. He falsely 
accused me on one occasion ; I denied it; when he threatened 
me with the guard room ; saying, that if I had my will they would 
all soon be in hell. I think I replied, “ God forbid! ” I am in¬ 
clined to think that he was strongly impressed with the fact of 
there being such an existence as hell for evildoers, as proved by 
subsequent events before he departed this life. More of that in 
its proper place. 

The conduct of Sergeant Barnes, for that was his name, drove 
me to prayer and supplication on his behalf. I prayed that the 
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Lord would not lay liis injustice to me to liis charge, but have 
pity on him, even as he had compassion on me ; taking Matt, 
v. 44, as the rule to walk by in all sincerity and godly simplicity: 
“ But I say unto you, love your enemies; bless them that curse 
you, do good to them that hate you, and pray for them that 
despitefully use you and persecute you,” &c. The God of all my 
mercies enabled me to walk out this injunction whenever I could 
get up to the church vestry alone. Even in the body of the 
building I have done so with good access ; and my burdens have 
been relieved. I was encouraged to believe that God would ex¬ 
tend his mercy toward this man because I was enabled to plead 
so earnestly for him, more than for any other man. I did all the 
good in my power for my fellow-sinners that could be devised, 
though they hated me for my new principles. In spite of this I 
thought sometimes I could have died to save their souls, and for 
Christ’s sake. 

My serenity of mind was frequently much marred by Sergeant 
Barnes; indeed, I was passing through many fires, and needed 
every drop of consolation my indulgent God gave me. The 
sergeant would often check me for the mistakes I made in the 
ranks, arising from my loss of hearing. He knew quite well all 
about my deafness, but his hatred was so intense that he was 
only too glad to lay hold of any flaw or failure in me when he 
could. I bore his threatenings with much patience ; and was so 
calm and composed in my mind that I was astonished at myself, 
knowing the natural irritability of my disposition. My comrades 
did not envy me for what I got for my new principles ; yet they 
could see my religion had made a very conspicuous alteration ; 
for my coolness under provocation was strikingly manifest. 

I generally obtained a blessing when I could get by myself 
and pour out my troubles before the Lord in secret; entreating 
him to keep me in the narrow way, and enable me not to shun 
the cross; for I expected the frowns of the world, and their 
smiles I looked not for. 

One thing I was much exercised in my mind about, and that 
was, I had not the courage to kneel down at bed-time at my cot, 
while the lights were burning, and give thanks for the mercies of 
the day. Others of my brethren did it, they said ; and although 
I was convinced of my cowardice in the matter this simple duty 
became a cross of the heaviest kind. The obstacles in the way 
of my kneeling before those wicked sinners, with whom I had 
been so closely allied, seemed impossible to surmount. “ You 
ought to acknowledge the goodness of the Lord openly,” con¬ 
science would suggest; and my peace was gone when it struck me 
that I shunned this mark of disciplesliip, not taking up the cross 
like a valiant man. Pride and carnal reason urged many things 
against it, and the devil many more ; such as it being ostentatious, 
itc. My brethren said it would glorify God if I could so acknow¬ 
ledge him; and when my comforts were enjoyed my conscience 
reproached me for leaving it undone ; again, I wished to be as 
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consistent as I could in my profession. At last my mind was so 
tried about the omission that I made it a matter of prayer for 
Divine aid ; feeling so much of my own weakness, and supposing 
such a power would be communicated as would bear down all 
false shame, or suggestions of the enemy. But it was not so; 
and the answer seemed to be, There is the word of direction, 
there is your conscience reproving, and your brethren’s conduct 
witnessing against you.” 

My impressions are, the Lord often tries his children in some 
particular thing after their call by grace to test their obedience ; 
not for his own enlightenment, but to give them a blessing if 
they obey. It is probably a trial greater than all that preceded 
it, or else there is less strength communicated to bear it; but if 
the child of God be obedient he enjoys a blessing which is cor¬ 
respondingly larger than any before experienced. 

What a cross has the ordinance of believers’ baptism been to 
some, on account of its being so despised by relatives and friends, 
and held in such contempt by opponents; written against even 
by some of the servants of Christ, as well as the ministers of 
Satan! Yet, for all that, thousands have been sent on their 
way rejoicing when they have broken through the trammels of 
carnal reason and close relationship, and have eyed him who 
said, “ He that believeth and is baptized, shall be saved.” Yea, 
just as much as the eunuch with Philip. They went down into 
the water together and Philip baptized him, and by special in¬ 
spiration, too. What is a cross, and a heavy one, to one person, 
is not so to others. We are differently constituted, differently 
situated, and differently tempted and influenced by surroundings. 
And just as the cross of which I have spoken seemed dispro¬ 
portionately great to me personally, so I have known some who 
have felt what has to me appeared of little weight to be a heavy 
cross. 

That God who tried Abraham tries Abraham’s children ; and 
they are to look to him as their father did. (Isa. li. 2.) For 
the dearest and the best must go ; the hardest to part with must 
be devoted; and the best obedience yielded, and that apparently 
without expectation of praise, approbation, or Divine aid. For 
the Word merely says, “ That is my will; are you going to obey ? ” 
“ Take now thy son, thine only son whom thou lovest,”—it must 
be Isaac not Ishmael—“ and offer him up for a burnt offering on 
one of the mountains which I will tell thee of.” (Gen. xxii. 2.) 

To have knelt down after the lights were out was not so hard 
as performing it under the glare and eyesight of one’s enemies. 
“ Thy son Isaac ” must go if thou art one of Abraham’s children, 
my reader, in whatever form you may hold him ; for nothing less 
will do; and if p irted with because you believe it to be his holy 
will, and not from legality or merit, you may get in measure 
what our father got in the testimony of a good conscience. The 
angel of the Lord called out of heaven and said, “ Now I know 
that thou fearest God.” But was he who foreknows all things 
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that take place, understanding our thoughts afar off, in the dark 
as to whether Abraham would obey or not? Such God-dis¬ 
honouring thoughts be far from reader and writer! He knows 
whether we will or will not respect his word. If we reverence it, 
then it is the channel through which some token of favour flows : 
“ This man is blessed in his deed.” “ In blessing I will bless 
thee,” saith God. So he does every saint who can sacrifice. 
Some of the martyrs, poor dear saints, had to go without one ray 
of light or one drop of consolation in their souls till the very 
llames were kindled around them ; then the Lord smelt a sweet 
savour in their sacrifice. Secret support may have been com¬ 
municated where there was a willingness to obey, just to enable 
them to bear up ; but the great blessing was after obedience was 
rendered. 

Why I have touched upon this point is, to show our modern 
Reubenites, who are “ unstable as water," that they “ will never 
excel;” for they make too many excuses in order to evade the 
cross. 

To acknowledge my gracious God was by me most desired ; as 
it was what all good Christians do in all the world, in all ages, in 
all places, and under all circumstances. But to me the conflict 
was not a little one. I paced up and down just before it was time 
to got into bed. I ardently begged for courage, but none was 
given. My fears were strong, and I felt myself to be weak as 
water, as ejaculation after ejaculation broke forth; but the only 
word of importance in my mind, was from Matt. x. 32, 33: 
“ Whosoever shall confess me before men, him will I confess 
before my Father which is in heaven ; but,” Ah ! My friends, 
it was this that was solemn to contemplate, “ whosoever shall 
deny me before men, him will I also deny before my Father 
which is in heaven.” Whether practically or verbally it amounted 
to the same in my judgment. Therefore, in I went to my bedside 
and fell before the Lord my Maker, amidst the tittering and 
giggling of the ungodly, as a humble creature desiring his favour. 
Bhame, confusion and distraction possessed me wholly while on 
my knees ; so that I knew not what I uttered. 

But as it was not the sacrifice of Solomon’s “fool,” spoken of 
in Eecles. v. 1, 2, it was acceptable; as was proved by what 
followed, when I arose and undressed for bed. The love of God, 
the holy and heavenly delights, were beyond all I had ever tasted 
before. My joy was excessive, insomuch that I could not sleep. 
My ravished soul seemed to dance within me and leap for very 
joy; I did not want to sleep. Having obtained this victory I 
thought continual practice and habit would make it no cross at 
all; but in this I was much mistaken. Every shift of the regi¬ 
ment brought me in contact with different men and characters 
of the company, all of whom hated and despised me more or less 
for my practical godliness. I believe it was as great an eyesore 
to the devil and his children as it was a cross to me. However, 
the Lord was on my side and Satan on theirs. I could say at 

r. 
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times, “ I will not fear what man can do unto me.” “ If God be 
for us, who can be against us ?” asks Paul. May we not ask, at 
the same time, “If God be against us, who can be for us, to 
render us any real benefit ?” “ Greater is He that is in you, 

than he that is in the world.” (1 Jno. iv. 4.) In this I had over¬ 
come the world for that time ; not being deterred from acting up 
to the dictates of the inward monitor ; and was thus one of John’s 
“ little children ” practically confessing Jesus Christ had come in 
the flesh, and that my hopes were grounded on him. (1-4.) Those 
great favours of which I was made the recipient much strengthened 
me for the battles I had to fight, and the conflicts to be sustained 
in the future. I was only just entering upon actual service when 
it looked to me that all the way to heaven would be in a chariot 
of love. I thought as a child ; but ere long these childish thoughts 
had to give place to a young man’s, in whom the Word of God 
abidetli. One veteran, who knew the road when he composed the 
following, says: 

“ How strange is the course that a Christian must steer, 

How perplex’d is the path he must tread; 

The hope of his happiness rises from fear. 

And his life he receives from the dead 1 

“ His fairest pretensions must wholly be waived, 

And his best resolutions be cross’d; 

Nor can he expect to be perfectly saved 
Till he finds himself utterly lost 1 

“ When all this is done, and his heart is assured 
Of the total remission of sins ; 

When his pardon is sign’d and his peace is procured, 

From that moment his conflict begins I ”—Hart. 

This witness is true; for it is “ through much tribulation we 
enter the kingdom.” The Lord declared that, “ In the world ye 
shall have tribulation.” Those who walk in any other way must 
certainly have mistaken the road, if the Scriptures be true. 

The last-named victory being achieved, the enemy thought he 
would assail me, and prevent further assault in his territories if 
possible ; he knew there was a certain amount of shyness in me 
not yet eradicated, if the colours had to be hoisted on any new 
line of attack. 

Ye Salvationists! If you had been here, any one of you, 
single-handed, you would have found it real war, and no pop¬ 
gun practice for singing larrikins and giddy girls, sinecure berths 
for mimic captains, “ tea-fights ” or “ Hallelujah weddings ! ” 
“ No foolery here; ” it proclaimed, as with a voice unmistakable. 
No “ catching the devil,” “ slaying him, and preaching his 
funeral sermon; ” but often finding more than could be coped 
with, and to gain one conflict was to prepare the way for another, 
and to wonder often “ where the scene would end?” 

The empty “ War Cry ” reminds me of the two ungodly sons 
of Eli, Hoplini and Phineas, taking the ark, with sacrilegious 
hands, into the camp of the Philistines, and shouting for an 
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assumed victory, while the devil laughed at their folly, knowing 
God was not with them though the symbol of his presence was. 
So the warlike followers of this new school of folly, ignorance, 
and presumption, would make themselves and others believe that 
because they have the letter of the Bible in their hands, with a 
gross darkness in the mind, they are saving others. Alas! 
They have not themselves one truth in their hearts consistent 
with divine teaching. My remarks are not from any ill-will to 
them or any other creed or sect, but against delusions and errors, 
which are as damnable as the grossest profanity, if haply any 
should be led to consider in what salvation really consists. 
Those who swallow these delusions are those who have pleasure 
in “ deceivableness of unrighteousness, with signs and lying won¬ 
ders ; ” being under the influence of Satan, never having 
received “the love of the truth.” And God, in a judicial way, 
“sends them a strong delusion to believe a lie, that they all might 
be damned.” 

Wherein is the difference whether a man lies down in sorrow 
for his open profanity, or with a lie in his hand feeds upon ashes 
all his days, a deceived heart having turned him aside, so that 
ho cannot deliver his soul? If my reader favours that last 
system of irreligion, or any other contrary to sound doctrine, if 
he have one particle of sincerity, or one grain of honesty, let him 
just refer to 2 Thess. ii. 9-12 ; Isa. 1.11. The Scriptures abound 
witli other passages beside these, warning against false religion 
moro than against open profanity. 

Open profanity condemns itself; no man expecting to go to 
heaven for his ungodliness, nor to escape damnation for his 
transgressions. I could say much on God’s behalf here, but 
it is not in my province just now. There may, however, be some 
vessel of mercy under whose eyes these lines may fall, and he 
will, perhaps, have eyes to see and ears to hear, though my speech 
be not soft, nor language flowery. Would a man who was in 
danger of falling over a precipice on a dark night with a thousand, 
or tens of thousands of others, quarrel with one who told him of 
his danger and pointed out a proper road of safety, though his 
voice was neither persuasive nor argumentative ? Or, would a 
man whose house was in flames at midnight abuse the friend 
who dragged him out of a sound sleep and placed him out in the 
cold in a frosty atmosphere, giving him neither clothing nor 
shelter, because of the danger he was in by the flames, when it 
was meant for his good ? 

I had no intention of touching these volunteers ; but as they 
came to view, I thought a shot from my rifle would not be amiss, 
as I was accounted a good shot when in H.M.’s service. More¬ 
over, I want to let them see I aim at something, not as “ one 
who beateth the air,” but one who strikes the object; a soldier 
who wants the great Captain’s “ Well done, good and faithful 
servant,” &c. The sergeants of their company will not like me 
any better than my own did in the period of which I am writing. 

e 2 
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Mv colour sergeant would get within a few yards of my bed just 
before bed time to see if I would bow down under liis gaze, and 
thus honour my God; but this could not divert me from what 
my conscience approved, and poor Barnes had to give it up at 
last; deeply convinced, I believe, of the reality of true and 
genuine religion. I hope to meet him in glory; I will inform 
my reader why I thus hope concerning him if he will follow with 
me a little further. 

If all the officers of the regiment, non-commissioned or other¬ 
wise, all the men in the barracks, and all the devils in hell had 
been there, such was my confidence in the “ King of Zion,”— 
whom the Father had “ set upon his holy hill,” that he would 
“ have them in derision,” that he would “ laugh at them,” it 
would have made no difference tome. Those are “ blessed ’ who 
“ put their trust in Him.” (Ps. ii.) He strengthened me, and 
“ taught my hands to war and my fingers to fight.” By him 
“ I ran through a troop, and by my God I leaped over a wall.” 

I seemed to bear down all opposition and was the talk of the 
whole regiment, more or less ; for I had been a sinner of the first 
magnitude, and you may rely upon it I was well watched for a 
time. 

Before I proceed further with my trials and temptations, it 
seems incumbent on me to anticipate tbe caviller, the critic, and 
the disputer of this world, touching the vision of God’s wrath 
against my sins; as described by me in the form of clouds and 
fire. In the first place, I was a total stranger to all knowledge 
of such divine proceedings, in or out of the Scriptures, as that 
God ever communicated his will, thoughts, or mind to his creatures 
by symbol, voice, dream, or human form; or that he by intimation 
of any other kind appealed to their bodily senses. Therefore I 
could not have fancied it from reading of such things. Besides, 
as my reader can see, I was too much besotted with filth, drink, 
and ungodliness, to want to have any transactions with the Holy 
One of Israel; and was altogether too much ashamed of religion 
to even let my comrades suspect me of one symptom of reverence 
for divine things. Whence was it then ? From heaven or hell ? 
The devil, I am persuaded, would not have exhibited if he could 
the Bruiser of his head, whom 1 called “ Lord,” with as much 
humility as Saul of Tarsus did when he stood trembling before 
him at the gate of Damascus. 

Even some great and godly men, who were never dealt with in 
like manner, have doubted of such visitations; and well they may; 
for the deceitfulness of the human heart, the wiles of Satan, who 
can “ transform himself into an angel of light,” together with all 
the lying legends of the Church of Rome and lying fanatics who 
have arisen in all ages of the world, may well make sober-minded 
men question everything extraordinary, or out of the common 
line. Yet, I would ask of any honest man: “ How do we judge 
of things?” ‘ Why,” say you, ‘‘by their effects.” Without 
doubt this is the best criterion by which to judge. Well, the 


A SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


85 


effects were, to turn me from darkness to light; from the power 
of Satan, to serve the living and true God. It turned me away 
from my associates ; from sin and uncleanness ; it took away my 
love of transgression and bad language; it caused me to love 
those who feared the great “I Am,” to hate lying lips, and 
every evil and false way, and to delight in God’s testimonies. It 
taught me to pray, and to praise the glorious Jehovah as 
supremely good, and the only Object worthy of a creature’s best 
affections. It inspired me with a desire for his honour and glory, 
for the “great love wherewith he loved” me, which was so 
abundantly “ shed abroad in my heart by the Holy Ghost,” which, 
as Paul says, “ is given unto us.” 

Again. The whole of the Sacred Records were handed to us by 
men of like passions with ourselves ; who spoke or wrote as they 
were moved by the third Person in the glorious Trinity ; and I 
contend that if that blessed Teacher does not teach us in some 
way of the things he has revealed in the letter of Truth we can¬ 
not appreciate their blessedness. 

These writers were led as much by forms and figures as they 
were by an internal voice : “I have multiplied visions, and used 
similitudes, saitli God” (Hosea xii. 10); but, in whatever way, 
it was effective in performing the Divine counsels. It would be 
preposterous for me to set about proving what every one is at 
liberty to know and can read for himself, from Genesis to Revela¬ 
tion. But I would remark that the New Testament and the 
Acts of the Apostles show that some were brought to a knowledge 
of their state by the Lord going out of the ordinary course of 
preaching the gospel, and were made acquainted with the grace 
of Christ at subsequent periods. Saul of Tarsus, the eunuch, the 
jailor, Cornelius the centurion, and, perhaps, numbers more, 
similar to the thief on the cross. If these ever heard the gospel 
it was of no account to them until the Lord went out of the 
ordinary course and saved them. 

I doubt not but that those who are called by grace in some 
more marked and conspicuous way, and who are favoured with 
much of Divine goodness, getting large draughts of his loving¬ 
kindness, have, as a rule, some strong opposition to contend with, 
either internally or externally, and most likely both ; afflictions 
of body and mind. Those who have had to contend for the Truth 
and to overthrow error have been blessed in a striking way with 
the power of that truth in their own souls. And some who have 
had clear beginnings have had many dark days to follow ; as the 
sequel of my narrative will confirm. 

I was impressed then, as now, that God raised me up as a wit¬ 
ness for him in my regiment. He does not leave himself without 
a witness of some sort: “Ye are my witnesses,” says the Lord; 
speaking to his people, whose ears he has circumcised. Witnesses 
of what ? That he is God, and none else; who must be wor¬ 
shipped with pure affections, sincere love, and an undivided heart. 
(Isa. xliii. 10-13.) 
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A few words to any poor tried one, lest be should think that 
because the love of Jesus has not been enjoyed by him as I was 
indulged to enjoy it, he is out of the secret; or that the Lord 
has done little or nothing for him. Let me tell this tried one I 
have often been tried, during the past fifteen or sixteen years, as 
to whether 1 ever knew anything savingly of the grace of God; 
and have exclaimed as I walked the street, “ Surely I am deceived; 
I am out of the secret altogether !” This despondency has been 
on account of the barren state of my mind in salvation matters. 
At the same time I may have had to go and speak in his great 
Name, whom I could neither love, believe in, or worship, with 
any comfort. At such times my only hope has been in such 
portions as, “ Whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord 
shall be saved,” &c. 

The Lord is a Sovereign, and dispenses his benefits and bounty 
as he sees good, both in providence and grace. I don’t suppose 
you think the Giver of all good has given you little or nothing 
because your neighbour possesses a great deal more. But, I 
would ask, does the Lord in his mercy and grace keep your eye upon 
him, with godly fear in the heart, a tender conscience in your 
breast, a love for his Word, his honour, and his glory ? And is there 
a separation from this poor perishing world, both in its maxims and 
spirit ? If so, you have what is tiie best evidence of your interest 
in the Covenant ordered in all things and sure ! I am persuaded 
that a humble mind, with submission to the Disposer of all 
events, with the faith of his own operation in exercise, and a good 
hope through grace, constitute a better foundation, or evidence of 
a good state, than great manifestations, unless they produce the 
same wonderful effects as they did in me years ago. 

These evidences of my call have been of little comfort in times 
of trial; but in writing this history to send abroad in the world, 
my evidences have been brightened and my hope strengthened. 
May the good Lord help me to go on and show his faithfulness 
to the people of whom he says, “ I have formed them for myself, 
they shall show forth my praise.” (Isa. xliii. 20, 21.) Only 
such will enter into the feelings of the writer; either in his guilty 
forebodings, or in the sweet sensations of finding a sin-pardoning 
God. They know also there is no keeping alive our own soul by 
dilligence; though we can bring much darkness and death by 
negligence. We know he is a rewarder of all those who diligently 
seek him, though not for it; but “this man is blessed in his 
deed;” “and in keeping his statutes there is great reward.” 
(Jas. i. 25 ; Ps. xix. 11.) 


CHAPTER IY. 

To return. About this time I was sent to nurse a dying man 
in the hospital. He was a bandsman belonging to my own com¬ 
pany, and my friend told me he had some serious impressions 
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about liis state. I, in my zeal, was glad to speak to anyone on 
eternal things, and did so to him ; but from what I remember of 
the circumstances now I fear he was not really awakened to a 
sense of his condition. The goodness of God, his long-suffering 
and forbearance, were themes delightful for me to dwell on— 
knowing, as I did, but little or nothing comparatively of the 
roughness of the way—the subject was nearest my heart, and 
“ out of the abundance of the heart, the mouth speaketh.” 

I knelt down at night and prayed with earnest simplicity, from 
my very soul, that the Lord would pardon his sins. In the 
morning I repeated the act, and he shook me warmly by the 
hand before I went away. Shortly after I left, his soul left this 
world for joy unutterable! or woe beyond expression!!! 

I was tried in my mind as to the propriety of partaking of what 
is termed in the English Church, the Sacrament; I feared lest I 
should ever fall away from my profession, and so eat and drink 
unworthily of the body and blood of our Lord. 1 Cor. xi. 27, was 
very intimidating to me on that point; and I trembled and was 
terrified at the thought that I might eat and drink damnation to 
myself. But my friend Leghorn urged me to promise I would 
attend the next Lord’s day, as it would be administered then by the 

chaplain from U-. At last I acceded to his wishes, and then the 

conflict commenced; Satan suggesting that perhaps I should fall 
into sin afterwards, &c., and therefore I had better stay away for 
a time at all events. But I had passed my word and could not 
break it, let come what would. My own insufficiency to stand 
firmly and consistently stared me in the face, and I knew not the 
promise which declares, “ I will put my fear in their hearts, 
that they shall not depart from me.” (Jer. xxxii. 40.) Again : 
“ I give unto my sheep eternal life; and they shall never perish, 
neither shall any pluck them out of my hand. My Father, which 
gave them me, is greater than all; and no man is able to pluck 
them out of my Father’s hand.” (Jno. x. 28, 29.) 

The saints’ final perseverance is a doctrine laid down clearly 
and decisively in scores of texts, but only learnt experimentally 
by many troubles and many deliverances; neither can any one 
doctrine be known to profit unless experienced in the heart. 

I wished that it might not be administered the next Sunday; 
for I had lost my comforts in some measure, and it looked like 
awful presumption to approach so unworthily. The sermon of a 
few minutes being concluded, the officers went to the rails first, 
and afterwards the lower orders, myself among them. God only 
knows what I felt on that occasion; I trembled from head to 
foot, it appeared such a solemn thing ; for I was enabled to dis¬ 
cern the Lord’s body at that time. It was indeed the Lord's 
table to me ; I took the emblems with a trembling hand, and a 
broken and contrite heart was given, with a keen sense of the dying 
love and condescension of Jesus in leaving the realms of bliss to 
shed his precious blood for such a worthless sinner. I thought, 
“ Surely I never can sin against him any more, after such a 
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display of his great goodness.” Alas ! Peter like, I have many 
times “ followed afar off.” Yet, even now, whenever he draws I 
run after him with strong desires, heavenly longings, hungerings 
and thirstings ; for nothing but “ vanity and vexation of spirit ” 
comes, sooner or later, upon everything else I have to do with. 

A few days after I was taken with severe pains in the bowels. 
This proved to be an attack of dysentery, a disease from which 
many of our men died, and I had to go into the hospital. My 
comforts so abounded that the pains were thought but little of; 
though, without medical aid, my sickness would doubtless have 
removed me from this world; and I secretly wished the Lord 
would take me to himself. I felt “ a desire to depart and be 
with Christ,” which was far better than any enjoyment below the 
skies, in a body of sin and death ; with a tormenting devil and 
an ensnaring world. Moreover, the cross of Christ was not 
always easy to carry, unless he took hold of the top part. The 
Lord’s thoughts and mine were wide apart; for I had to write 
of his leading me about and instructing me ; as he did Jacob of 
old. (Deut. xxxii. 10.) In a few days I began to mend, and 
was allowed to get up and walk about. The “ Pilgrim’s Pro¬ 
gress ” coming under my notice, I much esteemed it; in the 
first forty or fifty pages it pointed out the road which I had 
recently trodden; my mind was much enlightened by the des¬ 
cription, so graphically written by the “immortal tinker,” of 
the path the real Christian travels. The latter part of the work 
was too much ahead of me; I had not then met with the 
different characters described ; but since that time I have seen 
every one of these false professors in all denominations. While 
among some of the hardened characters who belonged to other 
companies (for the hospital was full), the thought came to my 
mind, “You cannot kneel down here when you retire to bed !” 
But I did not intend to heed this suggestion, for it was to glorify 
God he had brought me there; this was my view of my sickness. 
Borne said it was done more for show than anything else, that it 
would not last long, and so forth. Indeed, my fears were greater 
than their assertions or predictions ; for I felt so extremely weak 
at different seasons. But herein lay my strength, for the Lord 
upheld me in my integrity and uprightness. 

Although so painful to endure, this was the safest spot to be 
in ; as events in course of time fully instructed me. “ He that 
is down need fear no fall,” &c. There was a man in the hospital 
at this time belonging to my company, an old chum of mine, a 
most hardened character; I think there was not his equal in 
wickedness. 

He had been brought down to death’s door, as we say. Natural 
conviction had been at work, and death and eternity had occupied 
his thoughts. He was a very malicious sort of a man, powerful 
in build, strong-minded, and of a revengeful disposition. I spoke 
to him of the importance of repentance, and of fleeing to Christ 
from the wrath to come, to which he gave heed, and said over 
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and over again he would alter liis course if he ever got up from 
that bed. I pointed out from my own experience how unable a 
man was to serve God without his assistance. This did not agree 
with his views; what he “ intended he carried out.” I need not 
say, after this boasted strength, how much I feared that if he 
began he would not continue ; he had neither counted the cost, 
nor estimated the weight of the cross. Our Lord speaks in refer¬ 
ence to it in Luke xiv. 26-80 : “ For which of you, intending to 
build a tower, sittetli not down first, and counteth the cost, 
whether he have sufficient to finish it ? lest haply, after he hath 
laid the foundation, and is not able to finish it, all that behold it 
begin to mock him, saying, This man began to build, and was not 
able to finish.” He, however, made a start, and went to the 
meetings. Colour-sergeant Barnes began to cuff him about as 
he did me. His proud heart revolted, and he broke out cursing 
and swearing ; I think, if I remember rightly, he talked of shoot¬ 
ing the sergeant. Thus he gave it all up. He confirmed Isaiah’s 
prediction and our Lord’s words, as well as my fears. “ The 
young man shall utterly fall,” says the prophet. (Isa. xl. 30.) 
The parable says, “ The word was received into a stony heart; 
but when tribulation or persecution ariseth because of the word, 
by and bye, he is offended.” (Matt. xiii. 20, 21.) 

This man went through every engagement the regiment took 
part in, with all its hardships, during that memorable year in 
India, 1857, and came out without a scratch. He served his time 
and then returned home to his native town, Canterbury, Kent, in 
England. Some time after, he murdered a man to whom he owed 
a grudge, by way-laying him, and he was executed at Maidstone, 
Kent; saying, the day before his execution, that he believed he 
was forgiven all his sins by the peace which was given him. But 
what repentance went before I could not see from the account in 
the newspaper, which I happened to read. His name was Alfred 
Aldridge. 

“ They that wait on the Lord shall renew their strength; ” 
not those who are strong in themselves. To be made weak is the 
first step towards the New Jerusalem ; being strong at the start 
leads some to Mount Sinai, and others into every damnable error 
that has ever been propagated. One evening, while at the 
prayer meeting, serving our Master, the children of this world 
were serving their prince and god by extracting the silver from 
my tunic pocket. When I mentioned it to those near my 
quarters they urged me to have the matter seen into, to exonerate 
them from suspicion, as they thought they had a clue to the thief. 
But I was for mercy ; not wishing to get a man flogged for the sake 
of a few coins. They marvelled at my leniency, perceiving that 
money was not my god, and the matter dropped. 

My pay-sergeant was still unsuccessful in trying to bring me 
into trouble ; but I laboured under many disadvantages, which 
my reader could not enter into unless he has lived barrack life. 
Notwithstanding, I thought myself the happiest mortal living upon 
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earth at times ; but at others was severely tried, as the following 
incident will prove. 

One night, when all were asleep around the room, the enemy 
assailed my mind most powerfully upon my continuing to walk 
in the ways of God; saying it was impossible for me to go on 
seven more years that way ; that being the remainder of my term 
to serve in the army. These suggestions the devil plied me with 
till I could no longer bear it without calling upon the Almighty 
to rebuke him. On my knees I entreated him who has all power 
in heaven and earth to repel these attacks ; but I seemed to gain 
no ground. Fiercer than ever, after I got into bed, he came and 
besieged me from every quarter: “ You know you are a young 
man; seven long years is a long time; you see what you are 
likely to meet with for your religion. You are beset with a 
certain sin which it is impossible to overcome in a climate like 
this; you will surely fall by it some day, and it might as well be 
first as last. It is your greatest obstacle in serving the Lord; 
therefore, put it off for a season.” 0, the struggle in my mind 
was horrible! What! Go headlong into sin, now I have 
‘ tasted that the Lord is gracious ? ” God forbid! Again I 
pleaded with the God of all grace to send away this adversary ; 
but I seemed to have no prevalence with him in the matter. 
Though “ the enemy came in like a flood, the Spirit of the Lord ” 
did not seemingly “ lift up the standard against him ; ” at least, 
not as I wished him to do ; that was, that I might see the enemy 
decamping and the banner waving. (Isa. lix. 19.) 

I begged, pleaded, and supplicated, not to be left to comply 
with these insinuations, but he had met with no repulse at 
present. I crept into bed again, but not to sleep. My prayers 
did not appear to be so fervent as I wanted them to be ; though 
I was distressed above measure with a hand-to-hand conflict with 
Apollyon, who, as Bunyan says, “ straddled right across the way 
to prevent Christian; and swore by his infernal den to there and 
then spill his blood.” 

The last assault left us as at the first; lie had gained no advan¬ 
tage ; nor was I left unmolested. So he again came on with fury : 
“ It will surely come to pass,” said he. I then got out of bed 
again, saying, “ 0, Lord! Never let me live to sin against thee 
any more by open sin and wickedness ; take me away with a 
stroke, now, at once, rather than let me sin against thee any 
more with a willing mind! 0, how can I harbour such a 

thought as living in sin against him who has manifested so much 
of his love to me ? ” An abatement of the force of foes and fears 
told me the victory was on my side. The Evil One departed, and 
I soon fell asleep to dream of heavenly glory, the saints in light, 
eternal peace, and boundless joys; of which I made no note at 
the time ; which I regret, as I cannot now define what I then 
saw in vision. 

After some severe conflicts, the Lord has visited my soul with 
his smile and the kisses of his mouth; yet, in the majority of 
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trials and temptations which I passed through in the course of 
the next three years, there was to me no solution either as to 
their meaning, utility, or instruction, which was the greatest trial 
of all. Prying curiosity was much maltreated; God gave no ac¬ 
count of these matters. 

Wiseaeres there are in the world who declare there is no God 
at all, nor such a being as the devil; that the Scriptures cannot 
be true, according to mathematical solutions, and so on. These 
are their own witnesses that he, the devil, has full possession of 
them, and they confirm the truth of what they deny. Bishop C. 
is one of the last-named. Others there are who with the Bible 
in their hands, make a profession of religion by attendance at 
some place of worship, who do not openly deny the existence of 
Satan, but tacitly deny that he influences mankind as the prince 
and god of this world, working in the children of disobedience, 
“ taking them captive at his will,” and “ walking about like a 
roaring lion, seeking whom he may devour.” (Jno. xiv. 30; xvi. 
11; 2 Cor. iv. 4; Eph. ii. 2; 2 Tim. ii. 26; 1 Pet. v. 8.) 

The despised Nazarene had a conflict with him in the wilder¬ 
ness; and he was influencing Peter’s mouth when he would have 
diverted our glorious Sufferer from his purpose; hence the rebuke, 
‘‘Get thee behind me, Satan, for thou savourest not the things 
that be of God, but those that be of men.” But there are men 
who, in the face of a hundred texts to the contrary, say that the 
principle of evil is the devil in the man, and that no evidence of 
the personal existence of Satan can be found. 

Many there are who neither deny or affirm, care nor trouble 
themselves, whether he exists or has any influence in the world 
or the hearts of men, their own in particular, or not; it does not 
trouble them. Their shilly-shally religion satisfies them. They 
say, “ It matters but little what a man believes, if he only does 
what he thinks to be right.” 

If I mistake not, I once saw these words at the head of the first 
page of the “Christian World: ” “In things essential, Unity; in 
things doubtful, Liberty; but, in all things, Charity.” It is not 
my purpose to animadvert on this sentiment; to the sincere, it 
speaks for itself. Solomon says, “ There is a way that seemetli 
right unto a man, but the end thereof are the ways of death.” 
(Prov. xvi. 25.) A yreater than Solomon said, “ Strait is the 
gate, and narrow is the way, which leadeth unto life, and few 
there be that find it. Wide is the gate ” (of natural religion) 
“and broad is the way” (of universal charity) “that leadeth to 
destruction, and many there be which go in thereat.” (Matt. vii. 
13,14.) The type, and Antitype both concur that the apparently 
right are often most evidently wrong. 

It is only those in the narrow way whom the prince of darkness 
molests, or whose progress he impedes; how few there are who 
know this foul fiend by painful warrings against him. The 
apostle describes this when he says, “We wrestle not against 
flesh and blood; but against principalities, against powers, 
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against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual 
wickedness in high places.” (Eplx. vi. 12.) 

My remarks and quotations are intended to throw a little light 
on the path of a benighted traveller, should my reader be one ; 
and to prove that I know the road as much by walking in it as 
by consulting the Chart; also to give a hint to those who never 
had any contest with the enemy that the cause is simply this,— 
that no house can stand if divided against itself. If agreed, what 
more is necessary ? 

In the month of October I received a letter from home. My 
heart was much softened with a lively sense of the unlimited 
mercy and boundless compassion of my God, that he had spared 
me to receive another letter from my parents, and now that I could 
tell them what he had done for my soul. My past bad conduct 
cut me deeply, as I remembered my misdeeds. I wept most 
bitterly ; and even now my regret is such that my eyes are filled 
with tears at the retrospect. My ill-treatment of my parents 
stared me in the face, though there was not one word of reproach 
in the letter. I resolved to make what restitution was possible 
by sending home a few pounds as soon as I could save them. 
Bless God for enabling me to do so once and again. 

Our men kept frequently dropping off by ones and twos, even 
up where we had gone for our health. One evening we had to 
bury a man of our company, when we got caught in a heavy 
storm, and were all soaking wet through. The adjutant ordered 
for every man a dram of rum at his expense at the canteen. All 
went for it but myself, and some got well drunk. My comrade 
was, for one, and was sick with the fever after it. I changed my 
clothes, got my tea, and took no cold from it. 

The last month we were upon the mountains I had a degree of 
peace and tranquility of mind, with a mixture of joy in the Holy 
Ghost, that I would not have exchanged for a kingdom, or all the 
world. The men of my company observed the serenity that at 
all times seemed to possess me. My pay-sergeant left off per¬ 
secuting me, and my comrades began to respect me; seeing I 
was neither to be laughed out of my religion nor likely to return 
to my old practices ; and my reproofs and godly life at this time 
had an influence I could never have anticipated nor looked for. 
I say, my tjodhj life; for if I ever lived “godly in Christ Jesus” I 
believe it was then. 

A deep-drawn sigh escapes my breast at the remembrance of 
my following years. How I have wandered from him ! How 
ashamed I have been of his cross ! What rebellion has been 
manifested at his cross dispensations! What perversity of the 
will has shown itself when his will has run counter to mine! 
The carelessness and indifference to his honour and glory at 
times are astonishing; the tampering with temptation and sin 
almost incredible to myself. Who would like to tell of all the 
hard thoughts, spite, hate, and enmity raging within, as I have 
seen it, like heaving billows of pent-up wrath against the God of 
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all my mercies, in whose hand is my breath and being ? Who 
would like to tell of all his secret and open sins since the Lord 
opened his eyes and sealed pardon on his heart ? Not this vile 
wretch, who has felt himself to be such a sink of iniquity and filth 
in days gone by that he was convinced his equal was not living; 
though the outside of the cup and platter were kept tolerably 
clean! But many open sins have been hidden by God himself 
from saint and sinner, when I have been determined to confess 
to the living family. He gave tears of contrition, which caused 
him to hide my transgressions, and not to make me the reproach 
of the foolish. (Ps. xxxix. 8.) 

My colour-sergeant, when making up my accounts once, 
omitted to charge me with some articles out of the stores, which 
he had paid for two or three weeks before. There was a deficiency 
for which he could not account, and I suppose he gave it up for 
lost, for my name was the last on the roll. When he credited 
me with so much, I said, “But, sergeant, you have not charged 
for the socks, &c.” This much relieved his mind, for the 
accounts, after the last defalcation in Spinks’ time, were keenly 
scrutinized by the captain. He, Barnes, ever after this affair 
treated me with kindness ; never looking to see if I was clean 
and all in order. It was my delight to have everything much 
better than the rest, to let them see I was still a soldier. 
Every privilege and indulgence granted to the soldiers was given 
me, and the sergeant-major was very partial to me. In proof of 
this I was, as a rule, always sent to the front as re-inforcement; 
and on some occasions as orderly when for guard, instead of being 
twenty-four hours on guard with eight hours sentry, only going 
on at sunset and off at sunrise. In this respect my outward walk 
brought its reward for good behaviour. 

On Dec. 1st, we left Subbathoo to go down to Umballah, to 
be under canvas for two or three months. At 3.30 a.m. the 
assembly sounded and we soon began our march. It rained 
nearly all the way till we got to Kussowla, where we halted and 
had breakfast; some dried their clothes by the fire, selfishness 
causing a great deal of crowding to get to it. Having a fire 
within of love, joy and peace, I kept by myself, meditating on 
the things of God ; this made me warm inside and out. 

In a short time after breakfast we had to fall in and proceed 
on the next day’s march to Kolka, which lay at the foot of the 
mountains. 

I had been on the mount literally, and I had been so spiritually 
at times. I should “ never be moved ” was, no doubt, as much 
working in my heart as in David’s. He has given us a hint of it 
in Ps. xxx. 6, 7: “ And in my prosperity I said, I shall never 
be moved. Lord, by thy favour thou hast made my mountain 
to stand strong.” Ah! David! We had to come down and do 
business in “deep waters.” “Thou didst hide thy face, and I 
was troubled,” was what I began to feel keenly; concerning 
which I was pained and grieved. If my memory serves me right, 
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the devil began, on the march, to present to my mind the 
difficulties of kneeling down in such close quarters as a tent of 
sixteen men. “ Your legs would be in the way, while you did so; 
besides, you are going among a fresh lot of men altogether.” 
I seem to see myself pacing up and down, exercised as to whether 
it was not better to give thanks and pray outside, and not in¬ 
commode the rest in the tent. Then came the following advice 
gratis, “Your comrade has left you, and the man in the next 
bed is not so well acquainted with your practice, and will be 
annoyed and disgusted with it.” Thus the devil gained my ear, 
and I acted on his advice, putting up a few petitions, giving God 
thanks, &c. But conscience said, “ That is not taking up yoor 
cross!” How irksome is the cross if the Lord’s manifested 
presence is witheld! 

Moreover, there was no freedom of access. My pride and the 
devil had barred the way. I got into bed half-ashamed of myself; 
for something seemed to say, “ They are expecting you to con¬ 
fess your Master, and now you play the coward.” To practise 
this branch of religious profession was what strengthened the 
barrier between the world and myself; it was keeping us at a 
respectable distance from each other, and Satan knew it, and I 
was persuaded of it. To walk quietly, read my Bible, and so 
forth, was all very well; “ But,” said the tempter, “ that kneel¬ 
ing down makes you look like a poor chicken-hearted cove. You 
ought to be ashamed of it.” And, as John Bunyan says shame 
followed his pilgrim, so he followed me; but I think with him, 
that “the fellow was wrongly named, for he had no shame at 
all.” Thus the adversary was always on at me upon that subject 
at every fresh move. If we go into by-path meadows we must 
expect darkness to overtake us before we get out, and a few 
stripes for our folly to ensue. 

The next day was a halt day. In the afternoon I went on 
fatigue, to carry the arm-chest. When we had got it to its des¬ 
tination, some began lowering without due warning, and it 
appeared to be slipping down with a crash, when, being taken by 
surprise, I called out with bad words to take care. The astonish¬ 
ment of my mind made me exclaim, “ There ; that is more than 
I have said for four months.” The sorrow and sadness of my 
countenance made the others dumb. They made no comment; 
nay, they seemed rather to pity me. Whether they thought to 
themselves, “ We are always at it and think nothing of the 
matter; yet, once in four months makes him grieved,” I know 
not. My darkness of mind was truly felt, and I began to consider 
why the Lord suffered this to come upon me ; for no man can 
open his mouth if God is determined to keep it shut, either for 
good or evil. I had flattered myself when up at Subbatlioo that 
the evil habit was thoroughly eradicated ; and I secretly rejoiced 
at being altogether delivered from the practice for ever. How¬ 
ever, a long discontinuance of a sin is not a deliverance from its 
power ; a strong temptation will bring it out of the heart. 
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When the Lord is about to make a discovery of any particular 
sin to his people, which was their besetment in their unre- 
generacy, and which they suppose they cannot fall into again, he 
will undeceive them in such a way as shall astonish them. This 
is to humble their pride and let out a little of their self-conceit 
and self-righteousness. Peter illustrates the fact. Three years, 
more or less, with the Son of God,—whom the Father had re¬ 
vealed to him,—and under his holy eyes, had no more cured him 
of the direful habit than four months had healed me. In Pilate’s 
judgment hall he swore with oaths and curses he knew not the 
man. Lying, swearing, and cowardice seem rather out of place 
here, after such an avowal of constancy; but what is man, even 
the best, if left to himself? About as good as a putrid carcass, 
if the Holy Ghost by Isaiah tells us truly, and no doubt exists in 
my mind about it: “ From the sole of the foot even unto the 
head there is no soundness in it; but wounds, and bruises, and 
putrifying sores; they have not been closed, neither bound up, 
neither mollified with ointment.” (i. G.) “The whole head is 
sick, and the whole heart faint.” “ Yes, that is right, Isaiah, but 
our leader, John Wesley, told us how to get a double blessing 
and be clear of every taint of sin; and some have been free for 
years.” As for what Paul says about the flesh and its sinfulness, 
when he says, “ I know that in me, that is in my flesh, dwelletli 
no good thing; for to will is present with me, but how to per¬ 
form that which is good I find not,” “Ah!” says Wesley, 
“ when Paul says ‘ my ’ and ‘ me,’ he means some one else.” 

Yes, just as much as now I have related my last slip, I wish 
you to understand it was the other fellows who swore, not I, 
Thomas Witts, because I had received the second blessing. The 
twenty-second blessing did not save me any more than the trans¬ 
figuration of Christ saved Peter. The lesson that he had to learn 
was one of the doctrines he afterwards taught, that the saints of 
God are “ kept only by his power, through faith,” and creature 
power is altogether discarded; that the incorruptible inheritance 
is reserved for the strangers; and the strangers are kept from 
going head-long to perdition—as Judas did to liis own place; they 
are reserved for the unfading inheritance. But if a professor of 
religion commits suicide in these days, and one dares to express 
his sentiments as to the soul having gone to the place where 
Judas went, then it is not right, for charity would hope for the 
best. “ Yes,” I answer, “ and thrust God’s Word out of doors.” 

I return. Darkness of mind and bondage of spirit came in 
their turn, and I bitterly lamented, believing it was a chastise¬ 
ment for shunning the cross, listening to Satan, and giving way 
to pride and carnal reason. My soul was humbled within me, and 
I resolved to carry out in future what the Lord had so often 
blessed me in. Let men think what they would it was nothing 
to me; my pride had received a shock which caused what the 
Apostle speaks of to the Corinthians ; their godly sorrow working 
repentance to salvation, &c., &c.; so the self-same worked in me : 
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“What carefulness it wrought in you, yea, what indignation, 
what fear, what vehement desire, yea, what zeal, yea, what 
revenge!” To learn human weakness is the very essence of 
divine teaching, if 2 Cor. xii. 7-10 be a criterion as to the best 
way to obtain strength. By this means alone is God glori¬ 
fied, “ pride hidden from man, and he withdrawn from his 
purpose” of glorying in self. (Jobxxxiii. 17.) Of all lessons in 
the school of Christ this is the most humiliating. The pride of 
all human glory being stained, they are better fitted to have 
fellowship with him “ who was meek and lowly of heart,” that 
they may “have rest for their souls.” 0, blessed spot! The 
Garden of Gethsemane, where no pride can enter ; as dear Hart 
says: 

“ Thy garden is the place 
Where pride cannot intrude ; 

For, should it dare to enter there, 

T’would soon be drown’d in blood !” 

My burden went off, but by what means is a question ; I have 
no recollection of any particular removal either in prayer or by 
the application of the Word to the conscience. There was no 
doubt in my mind as to the pardoning love of God, even to 
seventy times seven; and this was where the letter of truth 
began, I fear, to supersede the Spirit of truth in my judgment, 
in its application, and led me to imbibe the teaching of the 
“ Brethren.” Nevertheless, the cross was taken up before retiring 
to bed. 

Probably the relief from the last distress was obtained from 
the thought that I had done what was right in the sight of God, 
and legality took comfort from the thought. It is clear that, all 
unconsciously, I was drifting into a course of legal striving; as 
my walk and conduct evinced in the future. While a child of 
God is on that road there is nothing but slipping and sliding into 
the dirt. The law as a rule of life to a believer leaves him con¬ 
tinually under its condemning sentence ; as it did me for years 
together. 

We marched on the Sunday from Kolta to the next camp 
ground, forgetting it was the Lord’s day ; or, what I then took it 
to be, the Sabbath literally, instituted by God as a believer’s 
rule. I would here remark that my views on the subject now 
are, that it should be strictly observed because it is his day, not 
as a merit, but as the saints’ privilege. 

I bought a bottle of ginger-beer from a native and the contents 
were scarcely gone when it struck me about the breaking of the 
Sabbath. 0, how I condemned my unwatchfulness ; being, as I 
was, keenly alive to the law’s demands. If I was not humbled, 
my reader can see that there was plenty of cause for humiliation. 
My peace of mind came from the thought of minding for the 
future, as all workmongers’ peace doubtless does ; concluding that 
those little defects would be made up by Christ. That the good 
Lord may deliver or drive his children out of such a refuge of 
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lies, as he did me, is my prayer. Those who walk therein shall 
not find peace. The quacks in Jeremiah’s day worked on this 
plan and healed the wounds of God’s people slightly ; of whom 
the Saviour of Israel justly complains that both prophet and 
priest were given to covetousness, and dealt falsely with his 
covenant. (Jer. vi. 13, 14.) 

A few days brought us to Umballah again, where we remained 
under canvas. The barracks being empty I had a good oppor¬ 
tunity for retirement in the small rooms. Ignorance led me to 
flatter myself that I should enjoy the Lord’s presence as much as 
I did on the mountains. “ The Lord knoweth the thoughts of 
man, that they are vanity,” even “ at his best estate.” (Ps. 
xciv. 11.) How much more so when thinking to commend him¬ 
self by prayers, supplications, and fastings; this was at the 
bottom, I think. One day, while on my knees reading the Word 
in a private place, my hearing being impaired, my comrade 
passed by and, seeing me, said, “ Holloa, Tom ! is that you ? ” 
The devil insinuated, “ Ah ! that is a poor business to be caught 
at.” Yet, as some satisfaction was realized in it it was con¬ 
tinued ; but my joys were much diminished, and almost imper¬ 
ceptibly they declined altogether; which to me was a strange 
trial. However, what had to be learned was stranger still. 
“ Whom shall he teach knowledge ? and whom shall he make to 
understand doctrine ? Them that are weaned from the milk, 
and drawn from the breasts. For precept must be upon precept, 
precept upon precept; line upon line, line upon line; here a 
little, and there a little.” The repetition shows how and by 
whom the truth is taught to the disciples of Christ. For it is 
written in the prophets, “ They shall be all taught of God.” 
(Isa. xxviii. 9, 10; liv. 13; Jno. vi. 45.) 

Four or five essential doctrines had been learned in the school 
of experience ; such as the condemnation of the law, and its just 
sentence in condemning me as an unjust sinner. I had also' 
learned to acquiesce in the justice of him who is most upright; 
there is no salvation without. 

Secondly ; Genuine repentance had been given, with a thorough 
conviction of my sins as committed against a holy and just God. 
This sprung from a change of heart, in which I had not the 
slightest hand, showing me my lost and ruined condition; the 
solemn weight also of eternal realities being laid on the con¬ 
science. Ezekiel and Jeremiah both prophesied of it as God’s 
work. (Ezek. xxxvi. 26 ; Jer. xxiv. 7.) 

Thirdly; Confession and forsaking of sin was the next doc¬ 
trine I was enabled to practise; and I would here remark, this 
is done by all and every one who are saved. 

Fourthly ; “ The fear of God” implanted was another blessed 
doctrine lived in ; and was “ the beginning of wisdom.” (Job 
xxviii 28.) 

Fifthly; The “ blood of the atonement,” “ sprinkled upon the 
conscience,” was the most blessed doctrine of all, as essential to 
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salvation and consolation. But the Lord saves his people for his 
own glory and Name's sake; therefore, every doctrine of the 
Bible must be known by his people, more or less, as it is needful 
for them. The time, place, or season when they shall know it 
to profit and purpose are appointed in his decree. What! In 
the head, and the letter ? Yea; and in the heart and experience 
of it also ; or else, to write with all reverence, it will do them 
no good as touching salvation. Thus began my tuition. 

Going one day, as was my wont, to the throne of grace, I found 
an indescribable hardness of heart and bondage of spirit, which 
I had never known before. I tried to pray, but could not get 
language to express myself. I experienced a sensible dryness in 
my words, almost without a meaning, and a hardness of heart 
which I could not account for. I tried to squeeze out one 
sentence after another, but it availed nothing; he had “ held 
back the face of his throne, and brought a cloud upon it.” 
Therefore, I came away heavier than I went, and much downcast. 
My conscience accused me of no sin as the cause that I could 
see, and it appeared such a mystery as I could not understand. 
To make up a heavy load, when leaving my seclusion I met 
“ Brother Maxwell,” who was held in great repute for his 
knowledge of the road. So I thought if I asked counsel of him 
the matter would soon end. To ask counsel of Abel (which 
signifies vanity or empty breath ; a vapor) is not the place from 
which one is likely to obtain relief. I described in as pathetic a 
way as I could what 1 felt; how shut up I was in soul-feeling, 
&c.; thinking to excite his pity. To my astonishment he gave me 
this rebuff: “ You have got into a carnal security. Your hard¬ 
ness of heart is your own fault; and if you don’t rejoice you 
ought to!” A “ carnal security ” was a strange sound to me ; 
of its meaning I had no idea. That he erred in his judgment of 
the case there was no doubt in my mind. We got on to argu¬ 
ment upon the subject and he flogged me with the Scriptures. 
The “ old man ” and the devil together made sad havoc of every 
godly feeling ; for he had possession of him altogether, and of me 
in some measure, till we parted. Consequently, I had a burden 
on my back as heavy as I could bear. The hidings of God’s face 
and the roaring of the “ old lion,” I have not forgotten to this day. 
Maxwell went away and told the others many things true and 
false; and, putting a false construction on every thing, represented 
me as a very bad man. This tried my faith and made me stagger 
not a little; for I was not so well acquainted with him or the 
fraternity to which he belonged then as now. Observation has 
taught me that, as a rule, they are very parsimonious with that 
commodity, viz., speaking the truth, if they differ from any one 
upon religious matters. As to a “carnal security,” my grief 
was that I felt so insecure. “ Take and leave that lot, and go back 
to your old associates; live as you used to do, have no more to 
do with them,” said my old counsellor. However, blessed be 
God, “Old things had passed away,” and I had no relish for 
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the vanities of the world; my old taste was gone, my scent 
changed, and my vessel was emptied. I was not like Moab. 
(Jer. xlviii. 11.) 

For three days a dense darkness rested upon me, and at times I 
felt very disconsolate. Why God should so treat me I could not 
tell. “ The heavens were as brass; ” and, at my deep-fetched sighs, 
the enemy appeared to rejoice and triumph over me. My peace, 
which had flowed for months with but little intermission, was 
gone, and great bitterness succeeded it. Out of my distressed 
soul were wrung the words of my suffering Lord: “ My God ! 
my God ! Why hast thou forsaken me ?” We must come into 
some trying condition if we are to learn the doctrine of fellow¬ 
ship with Jesus and conformity to his suffering image, and that 
in many ways. 

None of the “ brethren ” had come in contact with me to get 
my version of the matter; but on Sunday afternoon J. Leghorn 
met me. He had heard of the affair between us and sympathized 
with me ; so I opened my mouth and heart to him, which before 
were fast closed. When I had related the trial I had passed 
through, it appeared it was all of a piece with Maxwell’s conduct 
towards Leghorn and the others. He was in the habit of cuffing 
them about with the Scriptures if they did not endorse all he 
said and did, however inconsistent with humbly walking before 
God. His pride and self-importance had been a scourge to others 
as well as the writer. 

Wherever there is a supposed superiority in the knowledge of 
the Word, with a fleshly religion, the possessor of this supposed 
knowledge always lords over others. Any discerning child of 
God who has been brought out from “ the congregation of the 
dead ” (Prov. xxi. 16), has had painfully to feel this to be the 
truth. Yet he is in the dark as to the real cause ; for the devil 
always tries to make the sincere soul believe the fault is with 
himself, not the other to whom much deference is paid by friends. 
So, to be impartial, Wesley Maxwell was no worse than all the 
rest of that class. The Church of Eome is the root and trunk of 
this fruitful tree, and every off-shoot and sprig belongs to it. 
The devil’s seed was first fully developed in Cain, Adam’s first¬ 
born, “ who was of that wicked one.” To those whose eyes have 
been opened, and whose pathway has been crossed by fleshly 
religionists, the apostle has elucidated the subject in unmistak¬ 
able lines, by the history of the two sons of Abraham. “ Which 
things are an allegory.” Here is set forth by the Holy Ghost 
what its real meaning is. These are the two covenants ; one 
gendering to bondage and the other producing liberty. It would 
take me too far from my purpose to open every clause of this 
important subject. If my reader is interested in the matter “ he 
that is perfect in knowledge ” is not far from him, and his Word 
can be consulted. 

“ Now we, brethren, as Isaac was, are the children of 
promise. But as then," —mark that, nature repeats itself; it 



100 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


lias been the same through all ages, and will continue till the 
end of time—“ But as then he that was born after the flesh 
persecuted him that was born after the Spirit, even so it is now. 
Nevertheless what saitli the Scripture ? Cast out the bond- 
woman and her son.” (Gal. iv. 22-30.) But what saith the 
Scripture to any among the persecuting Islimaelites ? “ Be not 

unequally yoked.” Under the old dispensation the ox and the 
ass were never to plough together, nor a garment to be made of 
linen and woollen, nor the seed that was sown to be mingled. 
“ Now, what fellowship hath righteousness with unrighteousness,” 
&c. “ Wherefore come out from among them, and be ye 

separate, saith the Lord, and touch not the unclean thing ; and 
I will receive you, and will be a Father unto you, and ye shall be 
my sons and daughters, saith the Lord Almighty.” (2 Cor. 
vi. 17, 18.) Infinite Wisdom has seen good to permit the 
bond-children to persecute the free to make them separate; for 
the former retards the growth of the latter; and besides this, 
one is an heir of the wages of sin in Adam ; the other, “ an heir 
of the grace of life ” in Christ. And to teach them pure doctrine, 
they must be kept from false teachers and men who “lie in wait 
to deceive.” I hope my dear reader will pardon this digression; 
I find it so hard to pursue my path without stepping aside to see 
if any “ certain man ” has “ fallen among thieves.” (Eph. iv. 14.) 

The conversation with Brother Leghorn relieved my mind 
greatly. Indeed, the Lord again proclaimed liberty to my soul 
“ by the coming of Titus.” My peace was restored, and again I 
was walking in the light of God’s countenance. If any comfort 
was enjoyed it was not always when most desired, but according 
to the wisdom, “ good-will, and pleasure of him that dwelt in 
the bush.” No rejoicing down “by the rivers of Babylon” 
(Ps. cxxxvii), though those that “ carry us captive,” may “ require 
of us a song, in a strange land.” It is out of season. Dr. Watts 
and Private Witts were of one mind for all that: 

“ My God, the spring of all my joys, 

The life of my delights ; 

The glory of my brightest days, 

And comfort ot my nights. 

“ In darkest shades, if he appear, 

M y dawning is begun ; 

He is my soul’s sweet morning Star, 

And he my rising Sun. 

“ The opening heavens around me shine 
With beamB of sacred bliss; 

While Jesus Bhows his heart is mine, 

And whispers I am his 1” 

Amidst all my inward trials at this encampment one thing 
was remarkable, as well as consoling—persecution had ceased. 
Although my comrades would no longer fraternize with me, 
every man in the tent to which I belonged paid great respect to 
what I professed, non-commissioned officers as well as privates. 
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Tlie men were at all times willing to assist me—and soldiers are 
necessitated to assist each other at times—in any respect what¬ 
ever, without my asking them ; never blaspheming our lovely 
Saviour in my presence, or in any way using words that were 
reprovable. The non-commissioned officers spoke with great 
civility when warning for duty or any other occasion caused them 
to speak to me; which proved that the Almighty can make the 
most hardened men respect his work in a sinner’s soul when he 
sees good. And if it be according to his will, and our ways please 
him, the enemies must be at peace. And here Solomon’s words 
often impressed me : “ When a man’s ways please the Lord, he 
maketli even his enemies to be at peace with him.” (Prov. xvi. 7.) 
This was the result in my case; but whether all my ways were 
pleasing or not is not for me to say. But I am sure it could only 
be liis work and operations on my heart he had respect unto : 
“ Sin being condemned in the flesh.” 

One and another of the men often said, ‘ ‘ I wish I could be like 
you,” calling me by my old familiar name. They meant, walking in 
the ways of God. To which I have replied, “ So you could, if 
you liked.” 

Alas ! my lies, blindness, and stupidity! My own experience 
contradicted it; and they themselves were persuaded it was false, 
for they said they could not. They found, as I had done, that sin 
was like adamantine chains, not to be broken by resolutions, 
vows, or wishes; and they contradicted me. Through being 
afterwards mixed up with Methodism, I had forgotten my own 
struggles and futile attempts to knock off my shackles ; and shut 
my eyes to glaring facts which were then manifest in my own 
painful walk of trial and temptation ; that as Christ says : “ With¬ 
out me ye can do nothing.” Like or no like, wish or no wish, I 

aid not have done as I did if it had not been for his gracious 
.iiovements upon my heart: “It is not of him that willeth, 
nor of him that runneth, but of God that showetli mercy.” 
(Rom. ix. 16.) 

When our friend Maxwell heard the words of Christ or others 
cited as to the inability of the creature to do spiritual acts, his 
carnal questions would prove him to be Solomon’s character in 
Eccles. x. 2, 3, who “ has his heart at his left hand.” “ Yea, 
also, when he that is a fool walketli by the way, his wisdom 
faileth him, and he saith to every one,” of sound sense, and who 
has a grain of true wisdom in his heart, “ that he is a fool.” 

Maxwell said, “ Now have we not power to use a knife and 
fork ? If so, why not every other thing ? ” Of course he thought 
in his wisdom this was most convincing, as no one answered him. 
If my knowledge had been equal to the occasion I might have 
rejoined, Many are able to use their knife and fork whose god 
is their belly; and who are filling up the measure of their 
iniquities thereby. But does that prove that a man can eat the 
flesh of Christ, drink his blood, and feed on him as the true 
bread, when his belly and earthly things are his element, his life, 
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and bis all ? Whoever could run in two opposite directions a. 
one and the same time ? If a man is blessed with true faith,, 
which is said to be “ the gift of God,” he can eat Christ’s flesh, 
drink his blood, and feel his indwelling presence, apart from; any 
ordinance whatever; as well as the thief did upon the cross.. 
(Jno. vi. 54-56.) 

He saw that Christ, though in the same condemnation with 
him and his fellow, had done nothing amiss ; that he was there 
as a sacrifice, upon which he fed, the Spirit showing him Christ 
to be the Saviour of sinners. His short but effectual prayer was, 
‘‘Lord, remember me when thou comest into thy kingdom!” 
Doubtless, the short space that remained of his expiring existence^ 
was taken up in eating Christ’s flesh and drinking liis blood; 
Maxwell’s carnal “knife and fork” not being required. The- 
other thief died in all his ignorance, blasphemy, and devilism; 
not seeing who and what the middle Sufferer was. How could 
he call upon him when he appeared as no better than himself, 
and quite as powerless ? Not so with the other! He saw the 
Lord of life then experiencing death in his behalf. Now, what 
could make the difference in these two, as far as they were them¬ 
selves concerned ? Absolutely nothing ! Here is the solution : 
“Therefore hath he mercy on whom he will have mercy, and 
whom he will he hardeneth.” (Rom. ix. 18.) This was just 
what made the difference between me and the men of my tent; 
and they saw by my case that nothing short of God’s power could 
produce such a radical change. 

I did not wilfully lie; but 0, what deception, through false 
teaching imbibed! What could have made the difference between 
the dying thief and his fellow, or me and my comrades, but God’s 
sovereignty? All the sophistry that men and devils are masters 
of, or the logical arguments they might produce, can bring it to 
no other consistent conclusion. Every honest reader will doubt¬ 
less concur that the Majesty of heaven has a right to save whom 
he will and let free-willers save themselves, they being confident 
of their own abilities to do so and well content to be left thereto. 

To return. From what some of my company said on Christ- 
inas-day it was very clear that men of wicked habits are not 
always happy; though they were tasting now and again a sweet 
draught from the beloved bottle. One said, “I wish I were as 
happy as you are.” “ Ah! So do 1, indeed,” said I, and I 
believe, cf the two, my wishes were more ardent than theirs. 
Having tasted the sweets of grace, and known the terror of the 
Lord, I persuaded men all I could to turn to God and break off 
from their sins. 

If I had persuaded them to raise the dead they would have 
seen the impossibility, but they could not have felt more power¬ 
less. “ You are the last man I should ever have thought would 
become religious,” was said to me again and again in after days. 
One young man who was very partial to me when he joined the 
service (he had been a gentleman’s servant), meeting me in the 
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barrack square one day, said, “ Nothing ever made such an im¬ 
pression on my mind about religion as your change of life and 
conduct.” What my answer was I cannot say now; but he 
came to our meetings a little while after, and died within a few 
months. Upon what foundation he built his hopes I have no¬ 
knowledge, for we were at Lucknow then. Cholera, disease, sick¬ 
ness, and death, were raging at the time. The sovereignty of 
God took whom it would, and whom it would it spared. Yet 
those whom he spared had no more claim upon him than those 
cut off; and the most hardened questioned not his right to do 
as he pleased. Plenty of natural convictions were often working 
in men’s minds; and close observation might have taught me 
the great difference between the two ; that is, convictions arising 
from a mere natural light in the understanding, and spiritual 
convictions arising from the Spirit’s operations on the soul. 
They are certainly as different as darkness and light; and as 
wide apart as earth and heaven. Though the difference is not 
always seen at the first, either by those who are moved by them 
or those connected with the parties under their influence; yet, one 
distinction is, to my mind, a good criterion, as well as two or three 
others. In all convictions arising from the Spirit’s quickening 
work in the soul, moving a sinner Godward, sooner or later he 
sees a beauty and divine excellency in all God has done, is doing, 
and will continue to do; whether in the work of nature or grace; 
whether in providence or in his Word; whether towards others, 
or to himself as an individual. These wonders before his newly- 
opened and admiring eyes draw out his love, gratitude, and 
adoration. The glorious perfections of Jehovah excite him with 
awe and heavenly affections thitherward; and, at the same time, 
stamps the impress of death on all things below the skies. This 
will make God’s manifest presence desired and sought after, 
delighted in and appreciated; will cause him to love holiness 
because it is God-like, &c. But I must not enlarge, as I am not 
writing a treatise on real and spurious convictions. Natural 
convictions all centre in the creature. Self being the aim, object, 
and end. To escape hell and damnation are the thoughts that 
move the naturally-convicted sinner; no love to the great Judge 
of all moves in their hearts, only a love to the dear idol, self. 
If a man under natural conviction attends the preaching of the 
gospel, reads the Word, says prayers, whether in form or extem¬ 
poraneously, it is by means like these he thinks to appease the 
wrath of incensed Justice. If he dispense alms, and it is known 
to others, they will think well of him; and this is another step 
toward heaven; leaving the gates of perdition farther behind. To 
pray for the salvation of others, attend missionary meetings, and 
show much fleshly zeal, and to talk about the Saviour of sinners 
having died for every one, if they will only believe, makes up the 
bulk of a natural religion. And as it began in the flesh, so there 
it ends. Christ never having been revealed, he is only known 
after the flesh. Instead of being a “plant of renown,” he is 
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esteemed as “ a root out of a dry ground, without form or comli- 
ness.” The report of him in the Scriptures is not believed; 
because “ the arm of the Lord ” has not been revealed. That he is 
“ a hard man ” is about the highest estimation of him the natural 
conception can attain unto. The parable of the talents gives a 
good exposition of this : “Then he which had received the one 
talent came and said, Lord, I knew thee that thou art an hard 
man, reaping where thou hast not sown, and gathering where 
thou hast not strawed ; and I was afraid, and went and hid my 
talent in the earth; lo, there thou hast that is thine.” (Matt, 
xxv. 24, 25.) This character declared what sort of knowledge or 
opinion he had of the master,—“ an hard man.” He was 
conscious that God had not sown one seed of divine truth in his 
heart, or strawed any spiritual love in his affections. He “ hid 
his one talent in the earth.” “The first man is of the earth, 
earthy; ” and all that are not in Christ, are earthy also; there¬ 
fore it simply comes to this: he hid his benefactor’s money in 
himself. Look at his ungrateful returns ! It was as though he 
said, “There’s your money; you can have it back; / have done 
with it.” Or, “ You have your own back and ought to be satisfied; 
I worked for myself, not for you.” Hence the charge, “Wicked 
and slothful.” 

The Sunday after Christmas I came across a man who appeared 
to be in soul trouble about his sins ; I felt for him, and per¬ 
suaded him to attend our meetings ; for we had one every evening. 
Under the prayer of one of our friends he seemed very contrite 
and broken in heart. This looked like a true token that the 
Lord was at work, until his loose living and inconsistencies put 
an end to all hope. At last all profession was entirely thrown 
up. This grieved me, but not so much as what I am now going 
to relate. It was strange in my judgment that the tempter 
always selected the time when on parade to harass or distress 
my mind. The sore conflicts that used to take place when under 
arms, on field days, &c., were no small fiery trials that happened 
to me. All the filthiness of the flesh would be presented to my 
mind. At another time he would say, “ You make a great ado 
about your religion ; yet you get on no better than other men.” 
This was, perhaps, in reference to promotion ; for I should have 
risen in the ranks on account of sobriety if it had not been for my 
loss of hearing. “Now,” said the Evil One, “ look at all those great 
men, such as generals, aide-de-camps, colonels, majors, captains, 
lieutenants, and ensigns ; they make no fuss about religion, yet 
enjoy much more of the blessings of this life than you do. They 
have none of your troubles, have much more to be thankful for, and 
nothing to contend against as you have in carrying on religion 
in the face of so much opposition. They have a place to retire to 
without being molested ; you have not a hair of your head to call 
your own, for you have to get it cut if you are told.” All these 
foolish suggestions were injected into my mind when in the ranks, 
with many more calculated to make me discontented with my lot, 
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which was of the Lord’s disposing. (Prov. xvi. 83.) “Godliness 
with contentment is great gain,” said the apostle; but Satan 
wanted to make me believe that ungodliness with discontent was 
great happiness, and so deprive me of my peace. I have been so 
tormented with one temptation or another that I have been in 
indescribable agony of mind while going through field exercises. 
When off duty I could read or pray against it, but here such 
counteraction was prevented. The worst of all my temptations 
was to infidelity, to doubt the existence of the Supreme Being ; 
this shook me to the very centre. This was the beginning of 
“ doing business in great waters; ” and these waves lifted up them¬ 
selves on high, insomuch that I thought I should have been 
engulfed therein. I was so beset one day when in the ranks with 
one blasphemous idea, then another foolish thought following, 
that it appeared as though a legion of devils were about to take 
full possession of me. One morning I was just on the point of 
roaring out at the top of my voice, “ 0 ! good God ! Why am I 
thus tormented ? ” It was a mercy I did not, or my madness 
would have been too evident to be questioned. As it was, some 
thought I was not sane. 0, “ the wormwood and the gall which 
my soul hath still in remembrance,” as Jeremiah said. My 
affliction and my misery at those times were bitter. My brethren 
would have understood none of these things if I had told them; for 
one tiling, I was ashamed to speak of my temptations for a long 
time; and whon l did, some were astonished. But in after days 
they got a bitter repast from the same dish, I believe. 

About the middle of March we proceeded en route for Meerut, 
eleven day’s journey. The first or second days’ march I was for 
guard, but being sent to the front for reinforcement I found it a 
roal boon; a rest was much better than sentry work. The 
sergeant-major had noticed the difference in my personal appear¬ 
ance and soldier-like bearing and he never let me do a twenty- 
four hours’ guard till we went to the siege of Delhi. His wife was a 
godly woman, and Richard McKowan, band sergeant, was a God¬ 
fearing man, a particular friend of theirs, and mine also ; from 
which friendship many little benefits accrued. At Delhi, poor 
R. McKowan was killed in the storming; thus I lost him. He 
told me a few days before the blowing up of the gates that he 
had had this promise applied to his soul, “ They that trust in 
the Lord shall be as Mount Zion, which cannot be removed ; but 
abideth for ever.” (Psalm cxxv. 1.) But its meaning he knew 
not until removed from earth to heaven. He was trusting in the 
Lord when he told me; now he abideth, I hope, in his embrace 
for ever. 

Sometimes, when on the line of march, I have wandered into 
the fields to get a little secret communion with my God, and 
have been graciously met with by the “ Father of mercies, and 
God of all comfort,” my peace flowing like a placid river. At 
other times, violent corruptions and raging lust seemed to be 
swallowing me up. Though I was not walking after the flesh, 
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as Mr. W. Gadsby once said, “ Tlie flesh was walking after me! ” 
Yea, I may say, pursuing me with a vengeance. “ My wouuds 
stink and are corrupt, my loins are filled with a loathsome 
disease, and there is no soundness in my flesh,” &c., says David. 
(Ps. xxxviii. 5-9.) I merely hint at these things for the sake of 
any child of God who may be sorely beset with those hidden evils 
of his heart; just to let him know if his eye should see these lines 
that the writer has travelled the same road with many heavy 
sighs, groans, and bitter tears. The modern white-washed 
Pharisees will be disgusted at seeing such things in print; they 
would make you believe they are all holiness within and without. 
Not having been made honest to themselves, they cannot be 
honest before God or their fellow-man. The worst of unclean 
practices are carried on, with a mock show of outward sanctity, 
while the Word of God’s testimony fully proves the total depravity 
of all men, without exception. In the days of Christ it was the 
same ; and though sin prevailed to a fearful extent some centuries 
before, it was not worse than in the time of our Saviour, when 
he exposed the rottenness of the human hearts of that class, 
who hated him for the exposure. When they brought to him 
the woman taken in adultery, trying to blind his eyes as well as 
their own and their fellow mortals’, they expected to be applauded 
for their zeal for the law of Moses, though he was there as their 
accuser. Moreover, they wanted to accuse Christ, to lift them¬ 
selves up and cast him down. The Omniscient was more than 
a match for their hypocrisy. (Jno. viii. 3-9.) “What sayest 
thou?” To which he made no response, but wrote with his 
finger on the ground. I believe he wrote their own sin, perhaps 
something committed not long before, though unknown to those 
around them, in unmistakeable words, showing it to be of the very 
same nature as the woman’s. Again and again they plied him 
for his verdict, without success. He then, seeing their audacity, 
comes more to the point, and says, “ He that is without sin, let 
him cast the first stone.” Not one in all the crowd could use 
the stones. Again he wrote ; their conscience roaring aloud, and 
the flashing eye, penetrating gaze, and condemning sentence of 
him before whom they stood, paralyzed their hands, stopped their 
mouths, and sent them away with their promotion. Solomon 
says, “ Shame shall be the promotion of fools.” In St. Paul’s 
day there was a class of whom he says, “It is a shame to speak 
of those things done by them in secret.” (Epli. v. 12.) No 
doubt it was revealed to him, and left for the instruction of those 
who are trying to prove what is acceptable to the Lord by fleeing 
from every appearance of evil. If a child of God is pestered with 
things that he is seeking to shun, and at the same time Satan is 
casting snares and traps in his way, it is to give him an insight 
as to what he is in and of himself; to try his faith, and to prove to 
him that it is genuine. He is to fight against, not comply with, 
the cravings of the “ old man,” and escape the net of the fowler. 
When victory is gained, it may be the Lord sweetly applies a 
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promise; at least there is the testimony of a good conscience. 
Once, after a conflict, this promise was brought home with power, 
“Blessed is the man that enduretli temptation,”—you will ob¬ 
serve it does not say who is without temptation—“ for when he is 
tried, he shall receive the crown of life, which the Lord hath pro¬ 
mised to them that love him.” (Jas. i. 12.) But. as a rule, 
where there is an earnest seeking for purity of heart and life, the 
enemy will throw floods of impurity to drown it. As with the 
church collectively, so it is individually. (Rev. xii. 15.) Where 
the “ angel of light ” has possession of a man, he disturbs him 
not, but “ keeps his goods in peace.” 

To return. In the evening, the most terrible thunderstorm I 
ever witnessed, either before or since, came on; insomuch that 
in less than a quarter of an hour the camp ground was flooded 
and the water running through the tents like brooks. Pegs had 
to be driven in the ground to pile the bedding on to keep it dry. 
As there was no dry ground, we were all standing in water the 
whole night; neither was there any preference as to the condition 
of those on guard or off, or sentry either, that I could see. I was 
blessed with serenity of mind ; and the inconvenience of the body 
seldom troubled me if I enjoyed the Lord’s presence. Hailstones 
fell as large as walnuts. 

We wont into quarters at Meerut on the 26th, and 1 was not 
sorry; for thoro is no convenience for a soldier to read or write 
in camp life. Moreover, the kindness I experienced at the hands 
of my pay-sergeant was very conspicuous at this time; he said 
if I wished to sit up and read or write after the tattoo I could 
have my light burning. Any little flaws or mistakes on my part 
ho did not check ; and if the officer noticed anything reprovable, 
such as any little defect, whether on parade, drill, or kit inspec¬ 
tion, he always had some word, if not excuse, for me, so that no 
explanation was required on my part. I had my infirmities and 
short-comings, sometimes through bad memory, &c., but he 
always put things to rights. It seemed to me that the more I 
tried to do right the more I failed, yet no notice was taken of it; 
and I only saw the mistake when too late to rectify it. This 
was very irritating and distressed me much, though the faults 
were nothing more than others were liable to. But sometimes 
their eyes were liolden, or else they purposely shut them ; while 
others in the ranks were checked, perhaps, for the same defects. 
T presume it was allowed to leak out in this way to keep me from 
glorying in self for rectitude. 

Being a strict observer of the Sabbath, all took cognizance of 
the fact that I never cleaned my arms or accoutrements on that 
day, or bought any fruits, &c., however desirable, from the 
natives. The glory of God was more to me than self-gratifica¬ 
tion, my conscience being very tender in his fear ; and I felt as 
much love for the souls and bodies of the natives as I did for my 
companions in arms. To the former I could not be manifested 
by words but by actions only. For instance, I showed forbear- 
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ance towards them when some men would kick and cuff them 
about for their asking more than the real worth of an article; 
for conscience’ sake, and for fear of doing unjustly, or causing 
them to tell a tissue of falsehoods, I would give just what they 
asked. I was well known by this characteristic, and at times 
was much pestered to deal, when again and again I had refused. 
One time a sergeant who once was a tyrant towards me noticed 
this, and now, being very friendly, he came and took the native 
by the neck and kicked him out of the place, and then told him 
what it w'as for. Kindness did not teach him, but this did, and 
the annoyance ceased. I think it was Sunday, and the poor 
fellow knew I bought nothing on that day. My comrades around 
would watch for any exorbitance when I was dealing, and would 
either scold or smite them ; and all this sprung from that good¬ 
will which ‘-was the Lord's doing” and “marvellous in my 
eyes." In all honesty I must confess that my unworthiness of 
such respect made me feel that they lifted me higher than I ought 
to stand, or they were themselves unnecessarily debased in their 
own opinion. This proves that there was a degree of humility in 
my soul to which the Lord had respect: “ For though the Lord 
be high, yet hath he respect unto the lowly ; but the proud he 
lnioweth afar off." (Ps. cxxxviii. 6.) 

In the month of May my hearing was so bad, and the ear-ache 
so excruciatingly painful, that it was necessary for me to go to 
the hospital; the result being that through the ignorance, or 
lack of skill of the doctors, for they failed to discover the cause 
of my deafness, an end was effectually put to all possibility of 
cure. Blisters, syringing, and other tortures were all I had for 
gomg there, except that the pain was relieved in measure ; and 
I returned to my duty. 

While in the hospital, John Newton’s life and call by grace 
came under my observation. This enlightened me to see that 
the Almighty saves some men in a more marked and distinct way 
and manner than others. A retrospect of my own life, &c., 
passed before my mind, the fragments left in my memory were 
gathered up, and an account of any fresh incidents was briefly 
noted down, until I left India for England in 1858. “ Thou slialt 

remember all the way the Lord thy God hath led thee” (Deut. 
viii. 2), was an injunction to the children of Israel; and since 
the time to which I have referred, it became strongly impressed 
on my mind that, at some time or other, my history would appear 
in print. 

John Newton’s work was, I believe, the only sound one upon 
salvation matters I ever read at that period. All others were 
erroneous; full of Arminianism, free will, duty doings, natural 
religion, and letter faith. Like Solomon’s “ simple one,” I believed 
almost every word, instead of, like the “ prudent ” man, looking 
well to my goings” (Prov. xiv. 15; xxii. 8); consequently I 
was severely punished. This will account for any apparent 
severity against human traditions, erroneous ways, and lying 



A SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


10!) 


delusions, with which my animadversions may be tinctured; but 
against the persons of men who may hold them I have not 
the slightest ill-feeling, knowing a man cannot give himself new 
eyes, or see what is hidden from him. Besides, Paul’s interro¬ 
gation : “ Who maketh thee to differ from another ? and what 
hast thou that thou didst not receive ” (I. Cor. iv. 7) ? is calcu¬ 
lated to prevent all glorying over others whom the Lord has left, 
because they say, “ we see.” (Jno. ix. 41.) 

Notwithstanding false doctrines getting into my head and cast¬ 
ing a thick veil over my understanding, my heart refused to enter¬ 
tain what conscience and the Word denied ; such sentiments, for 
instance, as the Wesleyans contended for. This body was strength¬ 
ened at Meerut by the addition of three or four non-commissioned 
officers and privates of the 81st Regiment to the number of seven 
or eight. Class-meetings, prayer-meetings, and carnal interpre¬ 
tations of portions that cut up their beloved dogmas, were the 
order of the day ; ignoring or denying the plainest texts to suit 
themselves. Brothers Maxwell or Crouse always led; for they 
loved the pre eminence, and no one cared to deprive them, until 
their domineering spirit caused a breach, and the delusions oi 
Maxwell brought such a reproach upon all of us that a separation 
ensued. He would go to men and tell them to turn from their 
ungodliness ; saying he had been sent to this or that one by God 
himself, and that he was raised up to warn them of the judgment 
to come, etc., talking most absurdly. For my part I knew not 
what to make of it; it caused the ungodly to ridicule all religion, 
and thus to sin more; my friends who were young in the way 
were at a loss to know from whence it came, whether from 
heaven or of men. The fear of God kept me from speaking 
against it; while some fearlessly expressed their conviction. But 
the continual harping upon the string of perfection in the flesh 
was a great stumbling-block to those who had but an impartial 
knowledge of their own imperfection. 

Their deluded notions about this second blessing were founded 
on Heb ix. 28, last clause; whereas, the last clause of ver. 26 
explains its meaning. Christ’s fust appearing was “ to put away 
sin by the sacrifice of himself; ” his second appearing will be to 
show to the heirs of promise that the work of redemption, of the 
body as well as of the soul, is then complete, and the re-uniting 
of both without the least shadow of a spot; or, in other words, 
the corruptible putting on incorruption, and the mortal putting 
on immortality. Now, is not this consistent with scores of other 
portions of the New and Old Testament? But ver. 27 is the 
pivot on which the other two turn, and the reference is to the 
Judgment. 

I was rather inclined to their interpretation until the fountains 
of the great deep begun to be broken up; then I shut my heart 
against such fleshly whims, and was constrained to contend 
against the idol in Sergeant Hayward of my own regiment. He 
had not long made a profession of religion, yet was far advanced 



110 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


in “perfection;” though when he died a few months after he 
greatly feared on account of his weakness and imperfection, poor 
fellow! The fierce anger of these perfect ones was always an 
extraordinary trait in their controversies; which proved its source; 
for it evidently originated in ignorance of the depth of the fall, 
absence of the teaching of the Spirit, and a worshipping of the 
dear idol, self. 

After much argument with Hayward upon the point of being 
free from all sin and sinful motions in the flesh, I brought forth 
some texts bearing strongly against him and those in favour of 
such notions. This affair caused much enmity and ill-will to me 
and the rest, and brought about a separation between those who 
could see best, or were more in union with each other. 

Stokes was quartermaster-sergeant. He was my pay-sergeant 
when in Ireland and prevented my furlough; thus causing me 
the greatest grief I ever knew before my conversion. He was a 
Wesleyan, I think, but I believe he did not hold the doctrine of 
the perfect holiness of the sinful creature. Poor Hayward wrote 
to Stokes and told him, as he was a particular friend of mine, if 
I ever said anything more to himself respecting his views he 
should certainly put me in the guard-room. The friends thought 
that he was instigated by Maxwell, and that it would savour of 
persecution to put me in the guard-room because I combated 
his arguments. 

One question Hayward asked me as we stood against a young 
tree struck me as being much to the point. “ Is not this a 
perfect tree ? Well; does not this tree keep on growing ? Ex¬ 
actly so ; therefore, we are exhorted to go on to perfection.” I 
must confess this last deduction, backed up by the precept that 
appeared to sanction it, was more like sound argument than all 
else I had heard. For all that, I rejoined with some effect, for 
though I forget the words I used I remember the anger they 
produced in him. 

Taking a look at the words in Heb. vi. 1. in connection with 
the last three verses of chap, v., we find the Holy Ghost is point¬ 
ing to their weakness and imbecility in divine knowledge. After 
years of profession they were children in respect to strong 
doctrine, such as he was elucidating from the character of 
Melcliizedec, who in his combined offices of priest and king, was 
an eminent type of Christ. And the going on to perfection was 
to attain to more acquaintance as to what he was to them in all 
his saving benefits, instead of the milk used for babes in grace— 
such as repentance from dead works, faith toward God, laying on 
of hands, baptisms, a Judgment to come, and the resurrection of 
the dead. All these are the “first principles of the oracles of 
God; ” yet even these things they needed teaching over again ; 
such was the influence of carnal ordinances on these Jewish 
converts. A round of dead works and subjection to ordinances 
retards growth. 

With regard to the argument based on the growth of the young 
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tree; I believe that, with the implantation of divine life every 
grace of the new man is perfect, and the manifestation of those 
graces is brought to light as circumstances and the energy of the 
Holy Ghost work in the believer “ to will and to do of God’s 
good pleasure.” That we are exhorted to “ grow in grace, and in 
the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ,” is true ; 
and the more we learn of the graceless condition of the “ old 
man,” the more the Spirit’s work, when we are led of him, will be 
appreciated in exercising the “now.” A tree may be perfect, 
though not in a fruit-bearing condition. “ Herein is my Father 
glorified, that ye bear much fruit; ” hence, then, the purging 
work, that we should not bring forth “grapes of gall,” or “ un¬ 
timely fruit.” 

The continual talk about love would lead any one to look for 
those blessed fruits, as we young converts did; believing they 
were manifested by actions more than by words. But with these 
“ loving ” ones it was a word in the letter, of which they under¬ 
stood neither the source nor the effects. It was very evident that 
none could be loved by them who did not, without the least 
question, accept all and every tenet they held. They might hurl 
their denunciations against other sects and denominations, or 
oven the Church of England, to which their leader once belonged, 
and belabour these, as a perfect right, for the supposed errors 
they held. No one may ask by what authority they do so ; or 
even hint, or suspect for one moment, the propriety of such con¬ 
duct. What a sickening sight is presented in this self-love and 
self-conceit in a man who had lived an ungodly life for about 
thirty years ; and who, in a few months condemned every author 
but John Wesley. He would be cutting at the Church of 
England in such a way that one would naturally suppose he saw 
that the erroneous practices were condemned by the Word; 
and that for conscience sake he could have nothing to do with 
even the church walls. The real reason of his antagonism was 
the fact that one or two of our friends were much attached to the 
Established Church. Love in such characters as the Wesleyans 
here spoken of is of the same kind as between sinners and sinners, 
or publicans and publicans. They loved all who could see as 
they saw in matters of doctrine and practice and none others. 
All who differed they concluded must be at enmity, possessing 
hatred and malice. This overweening fondness has been mani¬ 
fested in Calvinists just, as much as in our Arminian Methodist; 
therefore, he was no worse than any other votary whose deport¬ 
ment has been criticised. 

Talkintj about love was the end of it with them ; but practice 
of it, as our Lord bids his disciples do, they left for the disciples 
of our Lord to carry out; for the secret was not with them. 
Such as he laid down in Matt. v. 44-48, is the “ perfection,” 
which the great Exemplar tells his followers to go on to. Not 
“ to love in word only, but in deed and in truth.” “ Now we 
know that we have passed from death unto life, because we love 
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the brethren.” (1 Jno. iii. 14). Observation tells us, and the 
annals of history abound with glaring facts to prove, that John’s 
brethren, as a rule, are hated of all men for Christ’s sake ; con¬ 
spicuously so by the “ twice dead.” “ The servant must be as 
his Lord. If they have bated me, they will hate you also.” 
But who ever craved this badge of disciplesliip ? Not the writer ; 
yet in the space of thirty years he Las had a fair share of it, both 
from professor and profane : “ All that will live godly in Christ 
Jesus shall suffer persecution.” (2 Tim. iii. 12.) A blessing 
hangs over their head which outweighs all they suffer for his 
Name. (Matt. v. 10-1V.) “ If we suffer with him, we shall also 

reign with him.” This is something worth suffering for. But if 
we deny him until the scene closes, either in word or practice, 
what then ? 

To come back to the perfection theory. They said they knew 
a man who had not committed a sin for twenty years. The very 
assertion had in it the quintessence of all sin ; for it makes God 
a liar, who declares, “ There is none that doeth good, no, not 
one.” (Ps. xiv. 3.) “ They are altogether become filthy.” Paul 
(Rom. i.-iii.) tells us of the heathen world and the professing 
world in his day. And the Apostle John says, “ If we say we 
have no sin we make him a liar, and his word is not in us.” (i. 10.) 
Where is the man so deluded as to have the hardihood to say he 
has not sinned for twenty years when “ the thought of foolishness 
is sin?” (Prov. xxiv. 9.) To say that neither in deed, word, 
nor thought, has one single sin been committed for twenty years !! 
Why the foolish notion itself has enough sin in it to damn a 
nation, or a world; for it has a tendency to thrust aside the 
testimony of God himself; and to roundly assert that no sin has 
been committed for any period is making him a liar with a 
witness. Woe to the man or set of men who, with the Bible in 
their hands, are so hoodwinked by the Father of lies as to 
entertain such an idea; it is folly to the last degree. Is it not 
bearing false witness, and affirming what is a lie ? Even com¬ 
mon sense would have convinced them of this if the Scriptures 
had been believed. Yea, it is false witness against truth. The 
sin of discrediting God’s express testimony, through listening to 
the devil’s insinuation, brought all the misery into the world that 
ever sinful mortals have felt, that flesh is heir to, or man in hell 
will ever endure: “ Let God be true, and every man a liar.” 

“ Sinless perfection we deny— 

The chief of Satan’s wiles ; 

Do thou my soul to Calvary fly 
As oft as sin defiles.” 

They got me to the class-meeting once, and it was the only 
time. It was just before the separation, and at a time when I 
was not versed either in doctrines according to godliness, or in 
the traditions of men. When approached by the leader, I began 
in such an incoherent manner that neither they nor I myself 
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knew the meaning of wliat I said, for it was a mystery to both. 
Such a jumble of free-grace and free-will, accompanied by a 
heterogeneous mixture of Scripture truths quoted and then 
knocked over by traditional tuition, as made me so ashamed of 
my own words that I knew not where to put my head. They 
listened with astonishment to any remarks which touched the 
glory of the creature and gave glory to God. I have had a hearty 
laugh at the incidents of this class-meeting as I am now writing. 
I fancy I can see myself, like some half-daft country bumpkin 
called before his superiors to give some account of himself, as I 
stood before these class leaders and men of such high attainments. 
One thing that surprised them was part of a quotation I made 
from Rom. x. 2, for they knew its meaning if I did not. 

But there was no distinction in the sounds of my speech; I 
was as dark in mind, bound in spirit, and dead in feeling, as a 
post. This state of mind produced such a jargon that these wise 
men failed to comprehend, and no wonder; for whether I piped 
on free grace as my hope, or harped on duty doings as my object, 
it was so mixed up that I would defy any one to make head or 
tail of it. 

I believe they smelt a savour of Calvinism, though at that time 
l knew as much about Culombus as Calvin ; however, this much 
I knew, that the God of all grace had done for my soul what none 
else could do. 

If there was no distinction in the sounds then, it is to be hoped 
it is different now: “ For if the trumpet give an uncertain sound, 
who shall prepare himself to the battle ? ” (1 Cor. xiv. 8.) The 
Lord enable me to write what may be easily understood by the 
spiritual reader. “ They are all plain to him that understandeth, 
and right to them that find knowledge.” (Prov. viii. 9.) But 
to those who “ walk in the vanity of their mind, having the under¬ 
standing darkened, being alienated from the life of God through 
the ignorance that is in them, because of the hardness of their 
heart; ” to look for a reception from such, would indicate that 
the whole of what has been written is a tame affair; that the 
enlarging of God was not conspicuous in “ tearing the arm with 
the crown of the head.” (Epli. iv. 17, 18 ; Deut. xxxiii. 20.) 

Returning to the subject of the different creeds. Most held 
out for that particular party or denomination they had been in 
the habit of attending in their young days. I had none in pre¬ 
ference to the other. “ I am for the Established Church,” said 
one; another, “I am of the Baptist persuasion.” There were 
as many as four or five different beliefs. As for myself, any 
place where the Lord was worshipped was all I wanted or troubled 
about; for I knew neither the one nor the other. “ Unsectarian ” 
was certainly true of me, although in my infancy I was taken to 
the Church of England to be sprinkled; and, 1 presume, the 
clergyman thanked God for regenerating the child ! This was a 
rash assertion; or, to say the least of it, according to “ the 
preacher’s ” verdict, was “ the sacrifice of a fool; ” for, am I not 
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a living witness to prove that twenty-three years of my subsequent 
life was a flat contradiction of the statement of God’s having 
done anything of the kind as new-creating, until the period when 
it is related. 

At that time I was without creed or sentiment, so far as names 
and terms. The Church of England service hardly fitted my 
condition ; for no prayer defined my cravings or desires, at times ; 
therefore i could not class myself with its adherents. Some were 
inclining towards the Plymouth Brethren, whose writings were 
getting disseminated ; those like myself, without any set form of 
knowledge in the law, got well imbued with its deceitful teaching. 
At the separation, or at some ocher time, Quartermaster-sergeant 
Stokes used to lead the meeting, and he was very partial to my 
engaging in prayer ; he called upon me at every meeting to do so. 
At that period 1 had a degree of fluency of words in prayer, and 
warmth in utterance, as is seldom the case now. He would say, 
having no gift himself, and knowing me so well, “ Brother Witts 
will speak in prayer.” But eventually he could not get with us ; 
and as the quartermaster himself was a Plymouth Brother, he 
would instil into our minds the tenets of that body; which I, 
for one, drank in without “ weighing up in the balance of the 
sanctuary.” However, God weighed both it and me three or 
four years after, and burnt oft' these superfine rags of free-will, 
till it appeared as though he was about to consume me and the 
rags together. More of this in its proper place. 

As I was undergoing many changes, none of the others being 
tried in their souls like me; and as I had not an interpreter, 
“ one among a thousand,” to show me God’s uprightness, it 
struck me it -would be wise to keep a sort of diary, to see as time 
rolled on what sort of proficiency I made in the divine life ; 
hoping the Lord would lead me right, and enable me to under¬ 
stand the meaning of his dispensations as he led me through 

them. Whether it was to gratify a propensity, which held me 

then, for acquiring knowledge to be puffed up with, or to look 
back in after years at my failings and mistakes, I know not; 
but, as opportunity offered, I kept a register with scraps of paper, 
until the outbreak of the Mutiny ; and my autobiography from 
this period is taken rather from this record, than from my 
memory. 

The reader, if he be one who has been emptied from vessel to 
vessel, and has not been allowed to settle down in a carnal 
religion, will see how the theories of Bretlirenism entangled me 
where the other dogmas failed, and blinded my eyes till I was at 
last led about on the dark mountains. Then I fell into sin and 
open ungodliness again, and should never have returned but for 
the grace of God. I believe Satan’s object is to get the legal 
veil over the children of God to make them stumble and fall. 
“ Brother ” Maxwell claimed his discharge after Hayward died, 
and took a curacy in the Church of England, in India. He began 
to build up again what before he was pulling down with both 
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hands; making himself a transgressor, and opening the eyes of 
all as to his sincerity. 

June 24tli, 1855. “This morning I had a sweet season in 
prayer after dismissal from church parade ; then followed severe 
buffeting from Satan all the day. At the evening service eight of 
my own company were at church. Now this, I thought, wa3 an 
answer to the many prayers I had put up for them, that the 
Spirit of the Lord would strive with them until they forsook the 
ways of sin.” How my heart sickens at the sight of my own 
caligraphy, when exposing my own folly in those days of decep¬ 
tion ! What! The Almighty Spirit of God cannot do anything 
more with a sinner than strive; and if the sinner is perverse, 
stubborn, or untractable, God must be disappointed ? Is it not 
emphatically stated that the Lord’s “ people shall be willing in 
the day of his power?” (Ps. cx. 8.) 0, how willing they are 

to serve him when the rod of his strength begins to rule. I be¬ 
lieve with Kent: 

“ The appointed time rolls on apace, 

Not to propose, but call by graoe; 

To change the heart, renew the will, 

And turn the feet to Zion’s hill." 

But I thought, as thousands do to this day, that a few legal 
convictions, such as I had before conversion, were the Spirit’s 
work ; whereas, it was merely my natural conscience accusing 
me of breaking the law of God; the same as is spoken of in 
Rom. ii. 15. This is nothing like the holy, living principle that 
is implanted when the Third Person in the glorious Trinity takes 
a sinner in hand to teach him his sinnersliip. My only place of 
retirement was over at the cemetery, about a quarter of a mile 
from the barracks. There have I spent many a solitary hour in 
private meditation, reading the Bible, and prayer. It accorded 
well with my feelings at times; weary as I was with all things 
below the skies; often wishing the clod covered the corruptible 
body that contained my imprisoned soul. 0, the conflicts I had 
with sin and Satan at this stage of my life, among the tombs and 
underneath them. (Many of these were like small rooms with a 
dome ; being those of distinguished officers who had died in the 
station). The all-seeing Jehovah knows best about it. I pre¬ 
ferred death tolife. Ps. lxxxviii. describes it better than any words 
I can find to set it forth. My soul was full of trouble ; I felt as 
a man that had no strength and, at some seasons, but little hope. 
I counted myself like those gone down into the pit, whom God 
remembered no more; cut off from his hand. All the difference 
between me and them was, that I was still free to move about 
among men. In soul feeling I was often in the lowest pit, in 
darkness, in the deeps. “ His wrath lay hard upon me, all his 
waves afflicted me.” My companions in public worship were not 
companions in this path of tribulation. They were put far away 
from me; and if I was not an abomination to them they won- 
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dered at the gloom that overspread my benighted mind; believ¬ 
ing I ought to rejoice and not repine so much. To be “ shut up 
and not able to come forth ” was a condition I now often realized. 
“ Wilt thou show wonders to the dead ? Shall the dead arise 
and praise thee?” If they could not, neither could Heman ; 
God’s loving-kindness was hidden, and praise could not ascend 
because of his silence. To witness so much sin in the barrack- 
room, and to have no familiar friend to whom to unbosom my 
sorrows, was a trying situation to be in when the Lord hid his 
face. 

Some writers have exhorted the believer to throw himself on 
the Lord in every time of trouble, however deep; but this was 
not so easy to be accomplished, so as to bring relief; and relief 
was what I craved. If they had told me to throw myself up to 
the clouds, where God’s faithfulness reaches, it would have been 
as easy to me. 

“ Take God at his word,” cries a self-sufficient brother. “ You 
don’t believe,” says another. As if they should say, “ You are 
in the dark; now just believe you are in the light of God’s 
countenance; though he has hidden his face, don’t you believe 
it; you believe what is contrary to stern fact. If you give way 
to Satan you are not living up to your privileges. What if it 
does say, ‘ Verily thou art a God that hidest thyself, 0 God of 
Israel, the Saviour’ (Isa. xlv. 15), it is no such thing. Just 
open your eyes and behold him, and all will be well.” By impli¬ 
cation, the foregoing is the meaning of “ taking God at his 
word; ” it is a tacit denial of the doctrine of man’s impotence, 
and is the very essence of all natural religion. The worst of it 
all is, although he feels he can do nothing for himself, the tried 
soul’s calamity is helped forward by the reproofs and censures of 
his unbelief on the part of these “ Job’s comforters.” Had any 
of these “ lielp-yourself ” fraternity been with Jeremiah when he 
said, “ He hath brought me into darkness, and not into light,” 
they would have said, “ Now, Jeremiah; you frustrate the designs 
of Infinite Wisdom and bring yourself into light and not into 
darkness. If he has made your chain heavy, you set about mak¬ 
ing it somewhat lighter, or knock it off altogether. If he has 
broken your teeth with gravel stones, you can easily splice them.” 

If free-will be pushed to its issue, is not the result pretty much 
what I have put into the mouths of those who can do for them¬ 
selves ? The truth contained in, ‘'When I am weak, then am I 
strong,” is hidden from them. 

A great deal of legality was mixed up with everything I under¬ 
took in religious matters. I was full of works, and was doing 
for God on all and every occasion, when not too much plagued 
with sin and Satan. My zeal was like that of Jehu ; but though 
he was authorized, and obtained a promise for fulfilling the 
word, I don’t know that what I did in my blind zeal was pleasing 
to God. However, that he took some advantage (if the expres¬ 
sion be lawful) of my ignorance, is pretty certain. 
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July 16tli. “ This morning Archibald Vass, an Irishman, came 
to me, saying how ill he felt all night after drinking a dram of 
spirits at the canteen the previous evening. It being Monday 
morning, I asked him how he could expect God’s blessing upon 
it when profaning his day. Then we spoke of the solemn impor¬ 
tance of soul matters ; his awful sins against the God in heaven, 
the certainty of death and the Judgment to come. I put him in as 
grave a position as was consistent with the Word and my belief 
of it; to which he gave his whole attention. He now told me 
he had been much terrified when in the hospital by seeing a 
poor drunkard in the next bed to his pass out of time into 
eternity. He had only been out himself three days.” The fear of 
death was the most prominent feature of his alarm ; but the law, 
from what I can now remember, had not much hold. I asked 
him to come to the meeting, which he did in the evening. 
Judging by his manner, he was feeling what had been my own 
experience twelve months before ; so, when I engaged in prayer 
I put myself in his place, and my petition was framed for his 
benefit, much liberty being granted me to plead for him. As he 
was a most awfully wicked man, some five or six years older than 
myself, extremely ignorant, not knowing even his letters, I 
believe, I had but little hope of him at first. I remember one 
night, while in Umballali, I was in prayer just before getting 
into bed. The non-commissioned officer was on duty, and the 
awful oaths and curses of this Irishman, Vass, were horrible to 
hear. When I arose, I sternly rebuked him, and the rest of the 
men showed by the few remarks they made they were of my 
opinion. He made no reply, and the arrow might have been 
sent in on that occasion for aught we can tell. At the prayer¬ 
meeting much nearness was granted me on his behalf. I felt 
persuaded I was heard, for an awful solemnity weighed on my 
mind while addressing the High and Lofty One; and an unusual 
power was communicated to plead for pardoning mercy on his 
soul. He told me when going home his hair had stood on end 
while prayer was going up for him. In a few days the Lord took 
off his burden, revealed his mercy, and enabled him to confess 
Christ before men. 

Shortly after he became my companion a would-be-wise cor¬ 
poral began talking to him about his lack of wisdom, and was 
going to explain to him what wisdom was. The new convert 
told him “the fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom ; ” 
which was a good rejoinder, I thought. I used to take him along 
with me and read the Word and expound in my simple way, and 
pray with him at my place of retirement. He was fond of prayer ; 
not a bad evidence of the Lord’s beginning. He learned to read 
in the course of time, and could write before he left the regiment; 
all the assistance I w r as able to give him, he had. I remember 
Satan told me on one or more occasions that I was doing a great 
deal of good ; for I visited the sick, distributed Arminian tracts, 
rebuked for sin, was consistent in my profession, &c.; and if I 
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am not mistaken, this delusive bait was swallowed, and (lie hook 
caught me in the devil’s own sin,— priile. I said, “ There is 
none that doetli good, no not one ; ” but Satan knew that lay in 
the leaves of the Bible, not in my heart; for there was a secret 
taking of the glory to myself. As Mr. Hart says, pride, 

“ The heart uplifts with God’s own gifts 
And makes e’sn grace a snare.” 

What a mass of deception is man when left to himself; even 
though he be a partaker of grace, and desires to be honest. For 
who would wish to gather wood, hay, and stubble, to be burned 
up, as Paul says. (1 Cor. iii. 11-16.) Beware of fire ! 

Archibald Vass began to be much ridiculed because he had 
joined the “ Blue lights.” The stigma or reproach attaching to 
the name “Blue lights,” originated in the practice of some men 
belonging to a cavalry corps. This regiment had a few God¬ 
fearing men in it, who, when on the line of march, would hang a 
blue light out to attract attention and show where the meeting 
would be held after dark. 

Sergeant Barnes would persecute him in a small way, because 
he was more or less always in my company and fairly exhibited 
his colours. I am convinced this conduct on the part of poor 
Barnes arose from envy and jealousy; for he was under the con¬ 
viction that there was a blessed substance in the ways of God, 
which he could not seek after so easily as a private could. The 
Lord had not at that time laid the solemn things of eternity with 
such great weight on his conscience as he did some few months 
after. It strikes me now that he was much convinced, but not 
converted ; for he was exceedingly kind to me, and one Sunday I 
caught him reading his Bible in his room. Besides, he soon let 
my new companion alone, seeing he was “ begotten in my bonds.” 

July 31st. “ This morning I visited G. B. in hospital. He 
likes to hear about religion. 0, that the Lord would convert his 
soul!” 

In the beginning of my religious career, and until this day, 
nothing ever created more joy in my heart than to see sinners 
brought to hearty repentance and enabled to trust in the mighty 
Redeemer. But every imitation of it has been repulsive to my 
feelings ; at this time of my life it is altogether disgusting; it 
deceives the person so led, and others with whom they have to do. 
Also, their conduct being at variance with their profession, throws 
discredit on the Truth itself, and dishonours the God of truths, 
causing infidels to blaspheme. Prayer for the souls of my fellow- 
sinners was an element that pervaded all my petitions while with 
the regiment. 

So far as the glory of God was sought and the good of im¬ 
mortal souls was the aim and object, it was well. But, like 
Ephraim, I was “ oppressed ” with false teaching, and “ broken in 
judgment; because I willingly walked after the letter of the 
commandment.” (Hosea v. 11, 12.) Therefore, the moth con- 
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sumed all tlie beauty, and, in the end, rottenness was prominently 
brought to light, as one discovery after another came before my 
enlightened mind. 

While, on the one hand, earnest supplication was made for the 
Almighty to hasten his work in converting sinners, that I might 
see it, a secret belief lay at the bottom that, by our giving a dead 
lift now and then, the creature could do something for himself. 
If it could be thoroughly investigated and brought to light, as the 
Omniscient sees it in the profound depths of the human heart, 
and as at the Great day it will be made manifest, when the 
secrets of all hearts shall be opened, not a shadow of doubt 
remains in my mind that nine hundred and ninety-nine out of 
every thousand pretending to be endued with a missionary zeal 
and love to souls, are under the ruling propensity of self-love and 
self-will. And perhaps not one person in ten thousand who 
clearly understands the plan of salvation has been led to see the 
sovereignty of God in carrying out his plans and executing his 
designs against all opposition, and that all human devices are 
rather impediments than helps ; as in the case of Abraham and 
Ilagar. If a man is led into the secret of what salvation really 
consists in, “seeking the Kingdom of God” (by communion) 
“ and his righteousness ” for himself, he will find abundance of 
inside work, without wanting much else at times. And if the 
oo/.ings out of the impurity of the heart comes abroad in its 
polluting effects, it will either gag the mouth, or make it open to 
some purpose in confession, grief, and godly sorrow. They will 
be ready to say, “I cannot put dead stones into a spiritual house, 
or dead withered branches into a living vine; I cannot make 
any that are not ‘ set apart by God the Father, and preserved in 
•Tesus Christ,’ to be what they are not. Infinite Wisdom can 
work without any scheme or contrivance of mine. The Spirit 
has not spoken to me by any particular word to join myself to 
this chariot, or said he had much people in this or that city, as 
he did to Paul. When he does, I will run with all speed to 
benefit them.” This will be the substance ; but there are a 
hundred more of the same sort of reasons for not meddling with 
God’s work without better grounds than the bare mention in the 
letter of the Bible, or the special directions given by Christ to his 
apostles. Many have about as much right to take the first 
part of the injunction (Mark xvi. 15-18) as they have the latter. 
(Acts v. 16.) Do these missionaries cast out devils ? Nay, 
rather, are they not under the delusion of Satan as an angel of 
light ? And, while praying for the salvation of others, not one 
in fifty has ever tasted the sweets of God’s salvation as wrought 
in the soul by the Holy Ghost. The best and most deeply 
taught servants of Christ of this century have always stood aloof 
from this sort of teaching. Though these are not my masters, 
deference must be paid to their opinion in this respect. I men¬ 
tion such names as Huntington, Gadsby, Warburton, and Philpot. 
The remarks which I make here or hereafter are to show the 
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result of disregarding the letter and spirit of Truth, according to 
the analogy of faith, by the effects produced in my own mind,— 
“ blown about with every wind.” 

If conscience were allowed to speak, it would often be found 
that while men are seeking the salvation of others, or suppose 
they are “ working it out ” by helping him who is “ Mighty to 
.save,’’ they are neglecting their own. These were dear Philpot’s 
dying words : “ Mighty to save !” 

Aug. 3rd. “ This afternoon, when bowing the knees at my 
wonted place, these words seemed as though they were audibly 
spoken: ‘ 0, you fool,’ said Satan ; ‘ God does not know the 
secrets of the heart.’ To this I gave as little heed as possible, 
and put up my prayers in spite of his lies. But I fear unbelief 
was much entwined around it. Now, I ask myself, how could 
faith be in exercise, which is God’s gift, when the “ old man ” 
was in power ? The conflict proves it. 

“ I went into hospital to visit the sick ; one of the patients 
attacked me by raising an argument with respect to what sin was, 
or was not. He said I was a harsh man, because I reproved sin 
when it came under my notice. I told him about his sins too 
plainly to be misunderstood. My own peace of mind was gone.” 
As I now look back upon my own line of conduct I see a great 
deal of pride in it, no prudence, and but little profit to the 
reproved. A fleshly religion was now gaining ground. 

4th. “ Dreadful fightings within. The tempter has set me 
doubting the existence of the Supreme Being; and God has 
hidden his face. I am very sad, but still able to say, ‘ Thy will 
he done.' ” I have seen since then that saying “ thy will be done,” 
was not doing the will of God from the heart. How could it be 
doing God’s will when I was for having my own gratified ? I 
remember I was as restless as the ocean, and wanted things to 
be more pleasant and very different from what they were. 

5th. “ I partook of the Lord’s supper this morning, at church, 
but felt no humility of heart until it was over, when A Vass 
and I went to the cemetery and offered up prayer and praise for 
that ordinance ; and more especially that such polluted creatures 
as we were admitted to partake thereof. We both felt greatly 
humbled in our souls to think such sinners should be noticed by 
God. When I got back to my quarters, I sorted over the tracts 
which I carried round and exchanged every Sunday. On enter¬ 
ing one of the rooms, three of my old associates were drinking 
bottled ale or porter; the sight of me caused them to hastily 
rise and leave their drink until I was gone; expecting, if they 
waited until I arrived, I should begin to reprove them for Sabbath 
breaking.” This shows the remarkable influence my conduct 
exerted over those who once knew me as a ringleader in wicked¬ 
ness. Such incidents made me regard myself as a man of piety ; 
and I ignorantly supposed I was working well in the Lord’s vine¬ 
yard. It is evident that earnestness and sincerity were mixed 
with much pride lurking beneath ; and in the course of time this 
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was made fully manifest to myself. Yet at the time I supposed 
myself walking humbly before the Lord ; for I can honestly say 
I prayed for the grace of God to be seen in me and walked ouc 
by me ; and my experience agrees with J. Newton’s : 

“ I asked the Lord that I might grow 
In faith, and love, and every grace ; 

Might more of his salvation know, 

And seek more earnestly his face. 

“ I hoped that in some favour’d hour 
At once he’d answer my request; 

And by his love’s constraining power 
Subdue my sins and give me rest. 

“ Instead of this, he made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart; 

And let tbe angry powers of hell 
Assault my soul in every part. 

“ Yea, more, with his own hand he seem'd 
Intent to aggravate my woe ; 

Cross'd all the fair designs I schemed, 

Blasted my gourds, and laid me low.” 

How this and abundance more of kindred teaching go to prove 
that humbling lessons, or dispensations, must humble a man; 
not all his tryintj to make himself humble will give him humility 
of heart. If a man could do anything in that line he would 
be proud of it as soon as it was accomplished ; thus it would 
become null and void. The Lord does not consult his people 
whether they would like to be humble; but if they walk in 
pride he will humble their proud hearts by “ terrible things in 
righteousness.” However, this is only the case with those whom 
he causes to approach unto him. The children of pride are 
under their own king. (Job xli. 8-1.) David says, “ Iniquities 
prevail against me; as for our transgressions, thou slialt purge 
them away. Blessed is the man whom thou clioosest, and 
causest to approach unto thee, that he may dwell in thy courts ; 
we shall be satisfied with the goodness of thy house, even of thy 
holy temple. By terrible things in righteousness wilt thou 
answer us, 0 God of our salvation ; who art the confidence of all 
the ends of the earth, and of them that are afar off upon the sea.” 
(Ps. lxv. 3-5.) Dost thou, my reader, understand these things? 

6th. “ I have all day been pestered with Atheistical thoughts. 
When I stretch my eyes over the plains of India, as far as sight 
can reach, and consider that God fills all that space ; yea, more ; 
all the hundreds of miles from Calcutta to Peshawar, this is 
nothing; God carries me farther yet! ‘ Can any hide himself 

in secret places, that I shall not see liim, saith the Lord ? Do 
not I fill heaven and earth, saith the Lord ? ’ So, whether in 
India or England, or any other part of the globe, he is there. 
Unbelief says, ‘ How can these things be ? ’ But God says he 
fills heaven as well; so that immensity itself can show no 
space where he is not. This was confounding to my reasoning 
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faculties. The more I reasoned, the more doubt was engendered 
about that Being who always, more or less, chastised me for my 
follies; which is a sufficient argument to prove his existence. 
0, when Satan gets me here, how all my comforts go, and I am 
in a disconsolate plight indeed! I have no power with God in 
prayer ; I address I know not who or what, sensibly; but I do 
pray for all that.” 

The last encounter with the adversary proves there is such a 
thing as “resisting the devil;” particularly when the very 
foundation of one’s hope is being sapped away. “ If the founda¬ 
tions be destroyed what can the righteous do ? ” This arrow of 
the enemy was continually made ready upon the string for 
months together, shooting at my benighted soul. Satan well 
knew that I was upright in heart respecting the “ I Am, that I 
Am ; ” but “ the Lord trietli the righteous,” by leaving them to 
experience the “ fiery darts ” hurled at their souls. (Ps. xi. 2 ; 
Epli. vi. 11-17.) 

8th. “ I am still underthe same temptation as before—doubting 
the existence of the Omnipresent. Yet, in all my previous 
wicked life I never remember being tempted to this sin ; which 
I might call the devil’s masterpiece. Everything is driven 
before this temptation. The Lord rebuked the tempter for awhile 
this evening and I was a little comforted with a fresh blessing, 
but was soon brought into darkness again. 0, what would I not 
give if I could feelingly believe in the existence of God ! ” You 
see', reader, I had to grapple with this Apollyon continually. 
Hearing men talk about him, or reading of him in the Bible, 
how he tempted the Lord Jesus Christ, his apostles, and others, 
was nothing like being assailed in my own soul day after day, 
with only a little ray of light in the understanding, a little 
support to keep me from sinking, and a little strength to keep 
me from falling altogether. 

9th. “ This morning, when coming off parade, the question was 
advanced, either by my unbelieving heart or the old adviser, I 
know not which, ‘ How do you know you have a soul ? ’ I re¬ 
plied, ‘ God breathed into man, and lie became a living soul.’ 
‘ Where does it exist ? ’ was the next stunning question. There 
was no silencing this artillery of hell by quoting texts. I begin 
to see that ‘ faith is the gift of God;’ though some assert that 
all men have faith. As for me, I have none, except when the 
Spirit communicates it. This afternoon I went to my secluded 
spot to call upon him. I was full of unbelief and infidelity; which 
held me as in a prisoner’s cell, with the bars of iron across the 
window, admitting just enough light to enable me to see my 
misery. While in prayer, encouragement came from these words: 
‘ Thy faith hath saved thee.’ But it came from memory, I 
remember afterwards, though a little liberty was obtained through 
it. But as soon as I was off my knees and away, the temptation 
as to whether there really be an omniscient, omnipresent Being 
or not was as strong as ever. I cannot believe it, try how I may. 
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My conscience always testified to liis existence when I livod iu 
sin ; and I verily believed him to be a righteous God, who would 
surely be avenged on all such sinners as myself.” 

As God called me by grace without any instrumentality, so he 
kept me at school by myself; for none of the others had the hard 
lessons that were set before me. True, they now and then got a 
difficult one; but they were allowed more reareation, and that 
sometimes for days together. I was not allowed in the “ play¬ 
ground,” to play upon the “ hole of the asp,” like the brethren. 
And though I was being “weaned,” it was seldom I could put 
my “ hand upon the cockatrice den.” (Isa. xi. 8.) 

15th. “ The Lord has dispelled the darkness by removing the 

severe temptations under which I was labouring ; but he has put 
a little ballast in the vessel, lest it should be too light. I feel an 
inclination to lightness and levity when things go on smoothly ; 
afflictions keep me low. The Lord has afflicted me with ear¬ 
ache which is very painful; but he comforts me with the other 
hand. David and I are agreed. ‘ I know, 0 Lord, thy judg¬ 
ments are right, and that thou in faithfulness hast afflicted me.’ 
(Ps. cxix. 75.) 

“ These trials are teaching me what I am loth tc learn,—‘ That 
it is through much tribulation we must enter the kingdom.’ 
0 Lord! My vileness is now more and more striking to my 
mind when I remember thy long-suffering toward me while I 
lifted up the puny arm of rebellion against thy Majesty, by lead¬ 
ing youths into sin, taking them into evil company, and the 
gambling-table. Thou hast in mercy to my soul forgiven me ; 
me, the vilest of the vile! To think that thou couldst have 
mercy on such a sinner amazes me; and when I think upon the 
matter I am lost in wonder and adoration!” 

When there was a cessation of hostilities I was disposed to a 
contemplation of the goodness of God ; but if liberated from the 
devil’s grasp, affliction of body would seize me, as my diary will 
show. But the latter was not half so trying as soul desertion; 
for, as a rule, I had many comforts in reading the Word, though 
the visits were comparatively short and I have been able to give 
but minute scraps of them. One sweet and blessed manifesta¬ 
tion strikes me now, when reading; Jno. xx. 17, the last clause 
in particular : “ Jesus saitli unto her, Touch me not; for I am 
not yet ascended to my Father ; but go to my brethren, and say 
unto them, I ascend unto my Father and your Father, and to my 
God and your God.” Never till my dying day, shall I forget the 
holy, heavenly effect that followed. “ Touch me not! ” With 
what awe I viewed Ins sacred humanity, as by the eye of faith I 
realized his presence in contemplation of his resurrection, as Mary 
did ! 0, but the power of those words, as my soul melted and my 
eyes overflowed!!! “I ascend unto my Father and your Father; 
and to my God and your God! ” What a blessed assurance I had 
that Jesus was mine in all his saving power ; insomuch that liis 
existence was no more doubted then than I doubted my own; which 
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■was impossible. Header, has the Son of God revealed his Father 
to thee ? Has the Father revealed his Son ? If so, as the Lord 
liveth, and as thy soul liveth, no man, nor all the devils in hell, 
nor all the evil forces in the world, will be able to dispute thee 
out of it while the savour of his “ good ointment ” is with thee. 

To sum up my experience thus far. In Umballah the Father 
revealed Christ to me in his death ; here the Son revealed his 
Father’s glory by his being risen from the dead (Rom. vi. 4); 
and the declaration of his ascension leaves me clear in the sweet 
foretaste of eternal life. For he would not have shown me such 
things if he meant to destroy me. Where Christ is only known 
because the Sacred Page says this or that, it is obvious he has 
not come after the affections; when he reveals his love with 
power he takes the heart away with him, and the happy'soul cries 
out in ecstasy, “ Whom have I in heaven but thee ? and there is 
none upon earth I desire beside thee.” (Ps. lxxiii. 25.) This 
will be a light that will “ shine more and more unto the perfect 
day ” through the midnight darkness in which the professing 
church is enveloped. This oil of his grace will be poured on the 
wick of hope ; so that a little is kept in the vessel till the Bride¬ 
groom shall send forth the proclamation, ‘‘Behold, the bride¬ 
groom cometli, go ye out to meet him. Then the foolish said 
unto the wise, Give us of your oil, for our lamps are gone out. 
But the wise answered, saying, Not so, lest there be not enough 
for us and you; but go ye rather to them that sell, and buy for 
yourselves.” These foolish souls had been trafficking in works, 
“ but while they went to buy, the door was shut!” 

Dec. 6th. “ Four months have gone by since I was able to 
write down the dealings of God with me. Many have been my 
sorrows during that time of pain and sickness. I have no doubt 
my heavenly Father sees good to use his rod to keep my wander¬ 
ing feet in the narrow path which leads to life. His Word 
declares, ‘ All things shall work together for good to them that 
love him; ’ but unbelief is anxious to have this question 
answered : ‘ What good can come out of your being in the hospi¬ 
tal ; your bad hearing, and several attacks of the fever coming on 
you, causing you to be laid on a sick bed for weeks ? ’ 

“ These carnal reasonings I cannot answer at the present time. 
I often find myself murmuring because my deafness is so bad. 
Then Satan suggests hard thoughts of God; telling me I am 
chastened too much. It has often been a grief to me to find my¬ 
self listening to his lies. How many things I see cause to lament 
over,—peevishness, discontent, and fretting against the Lord. 
The flesh cries out as soon as it is touched; but thanks be to 
God for restoring mercy ; and I hope yet to live to his praise and 
glory through the coming year, if spared.” 

After so long a time the remembrance of that long affliction of 
“ months of vanity and wearisome nights appointed unto me,” 
the way in which the doctors treated my ears, wrenching them 
open to look at the drums, sends a thrill of horror through me as 
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I write. The pain and torture they put me to was most severe; 
but there was one remedy, change of climate, which would have 
relieved us both—the doctors from further trouble and me from 
further pain, if they had put me on the list of incurables and sent 
me invalided to England. This would have, perhaps, effected at 
that time what, in years after, was of no benefit. It would have 
been most gratifying to me; for I longed for home; to see my 
lather and mother; to tell them of salvation matters; and of 
course, as almost a moral certainty, I thought to save them by 
persuasion. Again; to get to the different places of worship 
after I was discharged was another hobby-horse upon which my 
intense desires were saddled. If the doctors had done what I 
hoped, they could have sent me out of hospital, and then fever, I 
believe, would have been escaped. I always felt persuaded they 
brought the fever upon me to get me over where I often wished 
to be. But I suppose it was a failure, because, to send me home 
to England was to bring their skill into question, and proud men 
cannot stand that. Satan was no doubt at the bottom of it; 
though the Lord had a purpose of his own, apart from them, in 
the loss of my bearing. The devil made them put me to more 
pain than was necessary; as they suspected me of scheming to 
get away from the service; and what tried me most was, the 
Lord did not convince them to the contrary. It is now obvious 
to me that the Almighty allowed my hearing to be impaired to a 
certain extent for an express purpose; for the whole course of 
my life and circumstances have been affected thereby; in fact, so 
much so, that there were only certain places in the service or out 
of it which I could usefully fill. How many a good opening in this 
world’s affairs it has debarred me from. How many thousands of 
expressions it has deprived me of hearing; causing me endless 
trouble on account of it. Many a good discourse has been lost 
through it, and many pounds have been spent to improve it, but 
it remains the same to this day. Though hundreds of prayers 
have been put up to regain it, nothing has been effected. If this 
fact be not conclusive, nothing is. If I had been so before I 
enlisted the army would not have taken me. But, being a3 I 
was, ncr better and no worse, I was kept in the full term ; and no 
convict ever wished more for his liberty than I did at times to 
put off the red jacket, even to the day and hour when my dis¬ 
charge was put into my hand. My perverse will was at the root 
of all my misery, and has been all my days. It moved me to 
pray for the removal of it, or else to be sent home. Now the 
Lord’s will was that it should remain as a bitter ingredient in 
the cup of life. Had he told me so years before, at the first, 
resignation might have followed, if grace had been given also, 
but he gives no account of his matters. God’s will is learnt by 
his continually disappointing ours, when some desired object is 
pursued or sought after; for there is sure to be an idol of self in 
some form or another. “ Can two walk together, except they be 
agreed ? ” (Amos iii. 3.) Can we, without resignation, pray for 
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one thing to be performed when he has designed to carry out 
another, and be agreed ? 1 think not! Ye, then, who put up 

prayers to God only wise, just put these questions to yourselves : 
Do the Scriptures give any warrant for what I ask ? Am I in 
union with the living Vine? (Jno. xv. 1-7.) Do I want relief 
from trouble because it is irksome ? (Luke ix. 23, 24.) Is this 
or that blessing for my own ease or comfort, or to aggrandize 
self? or is it solely for his honour and glory ? (1 Cor. x. 31.) 
Do I prefer his will to my own in all things pertaining to this 
world and the world to come ? (Matt. vi. 10.) Would I sooner 
suffer than sin ? Am I living in any open or secret sin ; or any 
erroneous doctrine or practice? (Mark viii. 38.) Ami hated 
for Christ’s sake; or am I in league with the world ? (1 Jno. iii. 
13.) A few questions like those suggested, with a score of others, 
if the precepts are examined, will give an insight into your 
motives when you approach him who is “glorious in holiness ” 
(Ex. xv. 11); “ Too pure to behold evil ” (Hab. i. 13); and who 
says, “The prayer of the wicked is an abomination” unto him. 
(Prov. xxviii. 9.) 

Surely, if you were ushered into the presence of a prince you 
would pay more reverence than is paid in some so called prayer- 
meetings to him who is “ King of kings and Lord of lords,” and 
by whom princes decree justice. How much more ought he to be 
respected “whorespects not the persons of princes.” Whereas, 
he is often presumptuously addressed in private and public as 
though sinful mortals had a claim on him to give them just what 
they ask for. Others address him and never' trouble about 
whether they receive those things or not; for they neither feel 
their need nor know for what they prayed shortly after. Thus 
God is mocked by those whose religion has its foundation in the 
wisdom of men. “ The leaders of this people cause them to err, 
and they that are led of them are destroyed for lack of know¬ 
ledge.” (Isa. ix. 16 ; Hosea iv. 6.) 

To what a fearful pass the profession of this sinful and adulterous 
generation is come. Men believe the world is getting better ; 
whereas, the infallible Word declares, “ evil men and seducers 
shall wax worse and worse, deceiving and being deceived.” As 
there were always false prophets among the people of God’s 
choice of old, even so “ there shall be false teachers among you, 
who shall privily bring in damnable heresies, denying the Lord 
that bought them, and bring upon themselves swift destruction ! ” 
Those characters who hold the most glaring errors profess to be 
bought by his precious blood. Against the errors of this class 
of heretics I feel it to be necessary to write a few sentences before 
I proceed: “ For there are certain men crept in unawares, who 
were of old ordained to this condemnation ; ungodly men, turning 
the grace of our God into lasciviousness, and denying the only 
Lord God,” as being the Author and Finisher of faith, “ and our 
Lord Jesus Christ.” (2 Tim. iii.; 2 Pet. ii. 1-4 ; Jude 4-16.) If 
the reader has any light in his mind I would simply ask, is not 
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this tlio slate of things in the time in which we live ? Alas for 
tlio man that says, “ No ! ” He is certainly stone blind ; whether 
lie be a leader or led; and the end will be the same : “ If the 
blind lead the blind, both shall fall into the ditch! ” How little 
is the will of God understood by his own revelation ; yet every 
one thinks he has sufficient light, except those to whom the Lord 
shows their blindness. (Jno. ix. 39.) These “he leads by away 
they know not ” (Isa. xlii. 16); and he says, “ Though fools ” as 
well as blind, “they shall not err therein.” Oftentimes, through 
stubbornness, rebellion, and forwardness, they oppose his will in 
providence. Then they are on a par with idolatry and witch¬ 
craft. (1 Sam. xv. 23.) If froward, God shows himself froward ; 
determined to be a match for his wayward children ; as it is 
written: “With the merciful thou wilt show thyself merciful; 
with an upright man thou wilt show thyself upright; with the 
pure thou wilt show thyself pure; and with the froward thou 
wilt show thyself froward. For thou wilt save the afflicted 
people; but wilt bring down high looks.” (Ps. xviii. 25-27.) 
These last few remarks are intended for such as have got a religion 
apart from all public worship or religious gatherings; though 
not discarding such things, nor disregarding them, where God 
is really worshiped in spirit and in truth; but who have to do 
with the Most High in the secret recesses of the heart, even when 
engaged in the things of time ; who have what Mr. Huntington 
calls a “ private religion.” To such seeking souls, I repeat: “You 
will oftentimes learn the Lord’s will by his frustrating your 
designs and projects, bringing to nought the best contrivances, 
overturning the wisest plans, and scattering to the winds the 
choicest ideas. At times he will permit you to succeed to show 
you something of your base returns ; at others, work a great 
deliverance to show you what is in your depraved heart, as he did 
Hezekiah (2 Cliron. xxxii. 81); and when his gifts are delighted 
in while the Giver is despised he will mar them. If we are very 
anxious to have our own way, and continually ply the throne of 
grace when the wisdom of God sees good to withhold, he may at 
length give us our desire; and that may pain us more than the 
denial would have done, as in the case of Rachel. For we find 
“God remembered Rachel and harkened to her.” (Gen. xxx. 
22-24.) But the issue of it was “ Benoni, the son of my sorrow.” 
(Gen. xxxv. 18.) The writer has obtained many things in answer 
to petitions which had the appearance of good, but were not good 
things ; being consumed in some God-dislionouring way, or used 
for the gratification of the “ old man.” James reproved some 
in his day for asking for no better purpose, (iv. 3, 4.) The 
children of God are so perverse during some parts of their pilgrim¬ 
age, that they must have their own will and way, or they murmur, 
complain, and are of a discontented frame of mind until they 
get the idolatrous desires satiated ; or it turns out as with those 
in the wilderness. 0, what turning back after the world there 
is in some who have been redeemed from it, and for whom 
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Christ “ gave himself for our sins, to deliver us from its present 
evil.” (Gal. i. 4.) “And the children of Israel also wept again, 
and said, “ Who shall give us flesh to eat ? We remember the 
fish which we did eat in Egypt freely; the cucumbers, the melons, 
and the leeks, and the onions, and the garlic. But now our soul 
is dried away ; there is nothing at all besides this manna before 
our eyes.” Poor creatures ! How trying. But is not tills the 
very spot where many of the saints often get ?—despising God’s 
mercies, his providence, and his daily benefits, because they are 
common; while his bountiful hand in sustaining them is over¬ 
looked, and Atheism begins to work : “ Who shall give us flesh 
to eat ? ” Who shall give me this or that object of my inordinate 
cravings, which my neighbours enjoy in the world ? God appears 
out of the question. The interrogative pronoun “ who ” has dis¬ 
placed him. Here is James’s looking-glass held up before our 
very eyes (i. 28, 24), and we can see ourselves in it if God has 
had any dealings with us ; for he will “ have to do with all our 
concerns,” whether we consult him or not. “ Therefore the Lord 
shall give you flesh till it comes out at the nostrils, a stench and 
stink.” So he does now to the perverse and wayward. “ He gave 
them their request, but sent leanness into their souls.” Generally, 
the same result follows ; for “ these things happened for our 
example, that we should not lust after evil things as they lusted.” 
(Num. xi. 4-34 ; Ps. cvi. 15 ; 1 Cor. x. 7-11.) 

It terminates sooner or later in the same way; namely,—our 
burying our carnal desires and evil propensities. “ Kibroth- 
hattaavali.” This low, poor, despised way of walking with Jesus 
is set aside now-a-days, and the spirit which causes people to 
reject the simplicity of the gospel is the same as worked in the 
people in Samuel’s day : “ They desired a king ” when God was 
their king. “Nay," said they, “ but we want to be like the nations 
around us.” Now the people of God are going in the track of the 
Mother of harlots. In the Established Church they have candles, 
chanting, and genuflexions ; in dissenting bodies they have spires, 
paintings, stained glass, goodly stones, and carvings inside and 
out. And this yearning serves as a substitute for yearning after 
Christ. One reverend divine was addressing an audience on the 
utility of mixing up with those connected with the stage a short 
time since. And in another year or so we may have some 
reverend gentleman advocating races, a social game at cards, the 
circus, or getting a little elevated now and then ; and thus, ere 
long, some of the hurdles that fence off the sheep of Christ from 
the world will be broken down. Free will leads a man to do good 
in his own way, by improving the stage; but the Word says, 
“ Have no fellowship with the unfruitful works of darkness, but 
rather reprove them.” 

If I had seen or heard, which I did not, the addresses as pub¬ 
lished in the “ Sydney Morning Herald” on this subject, I think 
the conclusion I should have come to would have been, that the 
lecturer was “putting darkness for light, and bitter for sweet; 
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falling ovil good, and good evil; as some did in Isaiah’s day; upon 
whom the woe was pronounced: “Woe unto them that draw 
iniquity with the cords of vanity, and sin as it were with a cart 
rope. Woe unto them that are wise in their own eyes, and prudent 
in their own sight.” (v. 18-24.) 

Having dilated on my past legal walking and the mixed views 
I entertained of the law of works, how it blinded my eyes and 
perverted the judgment, as it does all who are walking in a 
natural religion instead of a supernatural, I must add that my 
highest aim was to shape my thoughts and life in accordance 
with the ten commandments, as being required of every believer. 
I sometimes weighed matters in this balance, but always found 
myself short weight. When the path was pretty even it was 
generally the most favourable; for when dark, miserable, and 
benighted, the “ balances of the sanctuary” were not required. 
When I felt I was loving God with all my heart, soul, strength, 
and mind, there was no need for any further witness. The law 
was spiritual. Just before retiring to bed, or returning thanks, 
the book of conscience would be examined, to see what glory 
could be taken to myself. But when I was about to conclude 
that all was straight, I remembered I had spoken an angry word 
once in the day, or a bad inclination had crossed my mind; I had 
smiled at some vanity, some duty was left undone, or a light 
expression had caused the ungodly to laugh. One or other of 
these left me short weight. Whatever others may do with the 
commandments they were too much for me, and I was always 
guilty. But as the light came upon the Word, I took but little 
heed of it; neither was I under a covenant of works. The 
“ Brethren ” in that sense were right, i.e., as Paul says : “Where¬ 
fore, my brethren, ye are become dead to the law by the body of 
Christ; that ye should be married to another, even to him who is 
raised from the dead, that we should bring forth fruit unto God.” 
(Rom. vii. 4.) The law was given to show man that he is a 
sinner, and all it can do is to condemn him for his non-fulfilment. 
This cleared my misty sight in that respect; for “ the command¬ 
ment was exceeding broad.” My mind turned to the precepts of 
the gospel; but there could be no glorying here, either; for I 
“ kicked the beam,” and, in the end, proved that I was “lighter 
than vanity.” 


CHAPTER V. 

Jan. G, 1856. “ We received orders this morning to proceed to 

Cawnpore.” We started on the 8tli. It was strongly suspected 
we should be under engagement; for the King of Oude had 
neglected to pay the revenue to the British Government; how¬ 
ever, it ended peaceably. It may have been only rumour. One 
thing much tried me at the start; which was, that I was moved 
into a company of men who were nearly all Irish Roman Catholics ; 

a 
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consequently they were more antagonistic to my principles than 
others. The filthy expressions which came from their mouths 
caused me much sorrow of heart, for nothing could be worse. It 
was not done to annoy me, but it was such a dainty morsel for 
them they could not restrain themselves. The worst was, to hear 
God’s name blasphemed or taken in vain ; the Name which was 
such an object of adoration to me. 

In one instance a young man cursed the Sunday, because no 
one would play at cards with him on that day. I told him that 
by so doing he had cursed his Maker. He denied it. “ But you 
cursed the day, and the Maker thereof,” said I. He replied, “I 
don’t care.” “Then,” I rejoined, “you will when care comes 
upon you.” He was much ashamed and endeavoured to justify 
himself because worse had been said by me in days'gone by. At 
the storming of Delhi he was shot through the bowels and died a 
few days after. I had often to go out on the plain to get away 
from the words that would assail my ears; I there prayed for 
them that God would turn their hearts; but I saw no answer to 
my prayers. 

I afterwards remembered that open rebukes were rather out of 
season, so I would take a man on one side and expostulate with 
him on such conduct. No man unacquainted with camp life in 
India can understand the heavy cross a disciple of Christ, has to 
take up. Picture to yourself a tent about twelve feet square. In 
it are sixteen men, when all are present, beside beds, arms, 
accoutrements, bags, &c. Ten or twelve of these fellows are of the 
sons of Belial. It so happens the sergeant of the tent is on duty. 
Now, only one man has the fear of God in his heart. At the 
sound of the last bugle the lights are supposed to be out; for 
this the man of prayer is anxiously waiting, hoping every hand 
of cards will be the last. But no ! On, on, on, they keep 
playing, with a glaring light. This distracting impediment 
cannot be removed; and he dare not get into bed without 
acknowledging his God. “ The fear of man bringetli a snare,” 
and correction follows. He kneels down ; then the jeers begin ; 
in much confusion he gets through by telling the Lord his 
troubles. Don’t you think he needed strong faith ? Many such 
trials came in my path ; and when the love of God has not been 
enjoyed it has been very hard to hold on. If, on the other hand, 
the love of God has been sweetly enjoyed, shed abroad in my 
heart by the Holy Ghost, with what ease I could batter down 
my pride, face the devil, honour my God, despise the shame, and 
feel as bold as a lion. But the gracious visits of my Lord were 
not so frequent then as in months past. 

We had some comfortable meetings in the evenings under the 
broad canopy of heaven, mustering about eight or nine seeking 
souls ; but as many as sixteen identified themselves with us when 
in quarters. 

Twenty days’ march brought us to Cawnpore, and on the 30th 
we had orders for Lucknow. We were not quartered in Lucknow 
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for tliron weeks after our arrival, but three miles on the other 
siile of it. While there I had a narrow escape of being drowned; 
and it was a rebuke to me for getting too familiar with the 
world. A river being only a short distance from the camp, the 
commander gave orders for a bathing parade. One of my com¬ 
pany, who could not swim, was bathing near me, keeping in 
shallow water, where he was safest. I told him if he would put 
Ins hand on the top of my shoulders and kick out his legs I 
would swim with him to the deep. He did so ; but when a few 
strokes had been taken his fears came on and I turned back. All 
would have been well if he had kept his hands upon my shoulders. 
Kill, instead of that, he clasped me tightly around the top part of 
my arms ; thusjallowing me no play for either arms or legs. I 
could see it was no time to play with him. I spoke as coolly as 
was needful under the circumstances, begging him to liberate my 
arms and legs so that I might swim ; but he did not see with 
n ly eyes, and allowed me scarcely enough liberty to keep my 
mouth above water. The men on the bank could see our 
perilous condition but could render no assistance. They kept on 
telling him to leave me to swim, and abused him for his nervous¬ 
ness. For my part, it seemed obvious that there was only one 
course left; that was, to paddle with the fore-anns and tread 
wa ter until I could feel my feet; which, with presence of mind, 
was the means of preserving both, but I was quite exhausted. 

11, was a great relief to our comrades when they saw us out, but 
they blamed him for his groundless fears. 

The reproof to me was this, that to mix with the world, where 
duty does not call, is ensnaring; and if a child of God takes no 
lined to such checks or hints, he will find himself at length so 
much like the world that neither he nor they will see any 
difference. One thing leads on to anptlier, and the distinctive 
line is altogether obscured. The Word is emphatic : “Ye are 
not of the world, even as I am not of the world.” I recognized 
this distinctive feature, and my shame was such that I do not 
remember saying anything to my friends about it; for it was 
(dear to me “the hedge had been broken through.” (Eccles. x. 8.) 
The Lord gives young converts many warnings before he leaves 
them to get inconsistent; but if these are unheeded, then they 
have to prove “it is an evil thing and bitter” that they have 
forsaken the Lord their God, and that his fear was not (in exer¬ 
cise) in them. (Jer. ii. 19.) We all watched over each other 
and faithfully reproved what we believed to be a departure from 
the precepts. 

About the latter end of February we went into barracks ; and 
as the best rule and order did not prevail in our meetings it was 
thought advisable to select three leaders, so that one or the other 
might take that position when duty should cause absentees. Lots 
wore cast, and the writer was installed for one. It caused a great 
many fears as to whether the Lord would bless me and wliat was 
read or done. 

g 2 
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Yet, to be honest now, I could see much secret pride at the 
bottom, in being chosen; though the eyes were partly closed, 
ind no confession was made of it to the Searcher of hearts. As 
to my gift for it, the others, in my estimation, were far more 
qualified than I. This was my firm conviction, and it made me 
send up entreaties to be endowed with an equal share of ability. 

May 3rd. “ I was meditating this morning on the goodness of 
God, and his faithfulness in answering prayer. For the last two 
months we have been praying for the Lord to revive his work 
among us by converting sinners. Five new-comers attended the 
meeting last night; I believe they are sincere. Two of them 
were much humbled in the meeting and found Christ precious. 
This we think to be an answer to our petitions.” We were real 
missionaries, but of rather questionable origin. A few practical 
observations on the following lines would open the eyes of many | 
who are thought to be doing God service. i 

A few legal tears from natural convictions of sin always led us, ' 
as it does thousands now, to think it the repentance spoken of by 
Paul, “ that needeth not to be repented of; ” whereas, it was only 
“ the sorrow of the world, that worketli death.” Godly sorrow 
for sin is laid down in the Scriptures by a line of demarcation, so 
that he that runs may read. I will give one or two references in V 
support of this statement: “ For godly sorrow worketli repent- I 
anee to salvation not to be repented of; but the sorrow of the 
world worketli death.” (2 Cor. vii.) King Saul repented of his 
sin in persecuting innocent David, but he did not cease to 
persecute. (1 Sam. xxiv. 16.) He was moved to tears for his 
wickedness, but this sorrow was not produced by the Spirit’s 
operation; therefore, it was only a repentance that was soon 
repented of. For in chap. xxvi. we read of his being at the old 
work again; in verse 21 we find he acknowledged his sin, that 
“ he had played the fool,” and so forth. Judas repented himself 
of his wickedness in selling Christ; but no repentance was given. \ 
He said he had sinned, but no contrition of spirit was imparted 
to him. Under the wrath of God in a broken law he committed 
suicide. (Matt, xxvii. 3-5.) Where is the man with a heart so 
large and charity so overflowing that he can extenuate his crime, 1 
or palliate the circumstances attending his end, and say, “ Christ ' 
died for Judas as well as the restwhen it is said, “ He went 
to his own place.” (Acts i. 25.) The Spirit of prophecy uses the 
words of a Psalm of thirty-one verses in an extended curse upon 
the apostate ; e. Psalm cix. and others. The Holy Ghost de¬ 
clares its import: “ For it is written in the book of Psalms, Let 
his habitation become desolate, and let no man dwell therein; and 
his office let another take.” 

Are there any who read those parts of the Word where it says, , 

“ God hath made all things for himself; yea, even the wicked * 
for the day of evil” (Prov. xvi. 4), and yet do not see that some 
are left of God to go on filling up the measure of their iniquities 
(as the Amorites; Gen xv. 16,) till the sword of divine justice 
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ciils thorn asunder tp go to tlieir appointed place, which is said to 
ho “the Lord’s rejection.” (Jer. vi. 30.) 

Doubtless there are thousands and tens of thousands in the 
world who can no more submit to the Truth now than in the days 
when the despised Galilean proclaimed it in men’s ears; their 
wrath and enmity being stirred up thereby, even from God’s own 
mouth. The gracious words that proceeded out of his mouth 
wore borne witness to by all, but the carnal question by some 
was, “ is not this Joseph’s son •? ” To that class he preached a 
doctrine which left them on the other side of the line : “ But I 
tell you of a truth”—yea, a truth most hateful, too—“ many widows 
were in Israel in the days of Elias, when the heaven was shut up 
three years and six months, when great famine was throughout 
all the land; but unto none of them was Elias sent, save unto 
Sarepla, a city of Sidon, unto a woman that was a widow. And 
many lepers were in Israel in the time of Eliseus the prophet; 
and none of them were cleansed, saving Naaman the Syrian.” 
Well; they could read this for themselves ; and while it lay in 
the temple in parchment it was all right; yet as soon as it was 
clearly defined, as to its true application, it shewed them they 
wore not God’s people in New Covenant ties: “ And all they in 
the synagogue, when they heard these things, were filled with 
wrath”—and no wonder, for they were under their father’s in¬ 
fluence, and would have done his works (Jno. viii. 44)—“and 
rose up, and thrust him out of the city, and led him unto the 
brow of the hill whereon their city was built, that they might cast 
him down headlong.” (Lu. iv. 22-29.) 

To leave the Truth so as that every reader may interpret for 
himself; or to truckle to the times and wink and connive at 
every departure therefrom, will bring a man into great favour, 
mid none has an ill word for him. If the praise of men be his 
element he is at home; though the “ woe ” has gone forth it matters 
not to him ; he is shut up in unbelief, and rejects God’s counsel 
against himself: “Woe unto you when all men shall speak well 
ill' you! for so did their fathers to the false prophets!” (Lu. 
vi. 20.) 

Let a man, according to the ability that God gives, open up the 
depths of divine Truth by divine teaching and every opprobrious 
epithet is launched at him ; and the first hill would be sought 
from whence to cast him down as they would his Master. The 
hands of persecution are much fettered; and any secret move in 
the dark, slander of the tongue, or indirect injury, is the only 
retaliation that can be decently carried out without getting dis¬ 
covered ; for the light of this age would enable all men to see. 
In temporal circumstances this has been my own case. I have 
a few remarks more to make before I return to my diary. 

“ But he, passing through the midst of them, went his way.” 
I have often smiled at the way our Lord befooled these disciples 
of Moses, who had said, “ Thou shalt do no murder.” He did 
not remonstrate with them, but went as far as the brow of the 



134 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


liill, as though he knew not their intention. . He let them lead 
him, no doubt to show them their folly, while their murderous 
hearts were boiling with rage. Then he escapes; how or by 
what means no one knows; but he goes his way. I have been 
inclined to think he must have instantly disguised himself, or 
else that he held their eyes, as he did those of the two disciples 
going to Emmaus. Or he may have smitten them with blind¬ 
ness, as he did those of the Syrian army that besieged Elisha. 
(2 Kings vi. 18.) 

The melting into tears, then, and finding Christ, all in about 
an hour, is not the usual way in which sinners are manifested to 
be saints; for the heart may be as hard as the nether mill-stone 
for all that. This is fully illustrated in Matt. xiii. 19-22. Yet 
we were suffered to believe such was conversion, until so many 
cases came to our knowledge which clearly proved the contrary. 
Of course we had charity enough to hope well until all hope was 
at an end respecting them ; and the lengths to which some went 
in apparent earnest seeking, who, in the time of worldly prosperity 
fell away, describes another class of character who, Demas like, 
had not been “crucified to the world.” Verse 22 in the before- 
quoted passage, with many others like it, amplify my conclusions. 
Yet my love to the souls of men did not decrease; nor is it 
diminished up to the present time ; for I would go now as far as 
my legs would carry me to see one newly made alive from the 
dead; one who wanted to be instructed into the mysteries of 
Christ’s kingdom; were it a poor Chinaman or an aboriginal, and 
my mind was assured that it was the Lord’s work and not Satan’s 
liood-winking. The least suspicion of the latter gives a bad 
odour at a long distance. 

If the tenor of this autobiography appears cutting to those who 
say, “ Prophesy smooth things,” let them just bear in mind that 
the intoxicating draughts of error and delusion once made me as 
overcome with stupor as themselves; and “ he that walketli in 
darkness,” our Lord says, “lmoweth not whither he goetli;” and 
they that be intoxicated with error are as much ensnared as the 
man who has tarried so long at his cups that he is stupid. These 
are “drunken in the night,” and they that sleep thus are “on 
the top of a mast.” Some old “ tipplers ” who, perhaps, have 
suffered from delirium tremens, are very vehement against alcohol; 
and no wonder, for the deceptive draughts have probably ruined 
both pocket and health; wasting both mind and body. No one 
condemns their warm denunciations of the spirit traffic because 
they have been stung by the cursed drink. However warmly 
they may inveigh against it it seems justifiable, as far as I am 
concerned; for the poisonous draughts have brought me at times 
to the borders of delirium. The horrors of the damned have 
been in measure felt, and the draught hated at the same time 
that it has been hastily swallowed. If. then, the total ab¬ 
stainer may speak or write his sentiments against a crying evil, 
may I not wield my pen against evils of such a poisonous nature 
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l lml oiio is led to believe lie is walking in “ tlie narrow way that 
loads to life" when “ the end thereof are the ways of death ? ” 

If the delusive draughts of deadly things had not led to so 
i ii noli trial and temptation, rebellion and discontent, it would not 
bo worth noticing. But it is clear from the testimony of Scrip¬ 
ture, observation, and experience, that it dishonours God and 
brings destruction upon those who die in error, and the severest 
chastisements on those who are purged therefrom. There is, 
therefore, a strong inducement to a lover of God and the mystical 
members of Christ’s body to write plainly and denounce error of 
every shape and name. This, as I proceed, will be my aim, and 
ns just and reasonable a one as that of the “ Temperance Hero.” 
The fact that “ some perish in their own deceivings ” is demon¬ 
strated from Genesis to Revelation ; from the first opening leaves 
to the closing page; as every reader at all acquainted with its 
contents may know. 

Vet the question as to who these characters are, or where they 
may be, never troubles the large majority. They hope all will 
bo well with themselves at last, and such solemn texts as the 
following are left unnoticed : “ The sinners in Zion are afraid ; 
fearfulness hath surprised the hypocrites. Who among us shall 
dwell with devouring lire? Who among us shall dwell with 
everlasting burnings?” (Isa. xxxiii. 14.) “Behold! all ye 
that kindle a fire, that compass yourselves about with sparks ; 
walk in the light of your fire, and in the sparks that ye have 
kindled; this shall ye have of mine hand, ye shall lie down in 
sorrow.” (Isa. 1. 11.) “ Beware of false prophets, which come 

unto you in sheep’s clothing, but inwardly they are ravening 
wolves.” But who are they, or how are we to find them out ? 
“ Ye shall know them by their fruits. Do men gather grapes of 
thorns, or figs of thistles ? ” (Matt. vii. 15, 1G.) “ Wherefore, 

by their fruits ye shall know them. Not every one that saitli 
unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into the kingdom of heaven ; 
but he that doeth the will of my Father which is in heaven. 
Many will say to me in that day, Lord, Lord, have we not pro¬ 
phesied in thy name ? And in thy name have cast out devils ? and 
in thy name done many wonderful works ? ” How many a score 
of those professing to be ministers of Christ, in these Colonies 
alone, will be denominated as only “ workers of iniquity;” yea, 
are now, in his mind, already sentenced with, “ Depart! ” Who 
set them prophesying ? Presumably Satan, transformed into an 
angel of light; they are not unique ; the precedent is found in 
the clearest terms : “I have not sent these prophets, yet they 
ran; I have not spoken to them, yet they prophesied; but if they 
had stood in my counsel, and had caused my people to hear my 
words, then they should have turned them from their evil way, 
and from the evil of their doings.” (ler. xxiii. 21, 22.) “ To the 

law and to the testimony; if they speak not according to this word, 
it is because there is no light in them.” (Isa. viii, 20.) I return. 

lOtli. “ Four more have joined our meetings. It seems a 
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blessing to get them under the prayers of others, whether they 
continue or not." You see, the erroneous idea entertained was, 
that there was a mighty efficacy in our fleshly prayers. This is 
the notion of the great missionary workers in the present day; 
yet they would not like, with honest confession, to acknowledge 
that they expected the counsels of Jehovah to hang on such 
contingencies as the empty breath of sinful mortals. But, I ask, 
what does it amount to if hunted out of the labyrinths and 
through all the numerous windings of a deceitful heart ? I 
answer, it will be found to be exactly like the sentiments of the 
will-worshippers on the plains of India, of whom one was the 
writer. And I affirm it arises from want of real faith and sound 
convictions in the attributes of the great Head of the Church. 
It is an assumption built on the letter of Truth that actuates 
while departing from the spirit and tenor of the whole divine 
Revelation ; and as it fights clandestinely against two or three, 
if not more, of the perfections of the Lord, I regret the general 
notion of the missionary spirit, while I believe I possess one of 
God’s implanting, based on Jno. x. 4, 5. These painful exercises, 
through a series of years, have enabled me to see through the 
missionary zeal of some in our day; even in some calling them¬ 
selves Particular Baptists. A most ardent wish to benefit those 
around me, either in ties of blood or otherwise, and to convert 
their souls by earnest prayer and supplication, if haply they 
might be in the covenant, was often revolving on the wheel of my 
thoughts. But it may be asked for what ? Well I thought because 
they would be eternally blest and the God of Salvation eternally 
glorified. No answer to prayer showed me at length something 
beside God’s glory was at work at the bottom, viz., natural 
affection and self-will. I was a Particular Baptist, and I trust a 
member in particular of the mystical body of Christ. (1 Cor. xii. 
27.) I was much discouraged at the failure; often fretful and 
rebellious, with the complaint of one of old: “It is enough; 
now, 0 Lord, take away my life for I am no better than my 
fathers.” To be sure he had been very jealous for the Lord 
God of hosts. Dissatisfaction with the Lord’s sovereign pro¬ 
cedure worked him up to a high pitch of discontent, and his 
lack of submission made him wretched, till the “ still small voice ’’ 
made him hide his blushing face in his mantle. But again the 
question, “ What doest thou here, Elijah?” And he said, “I 
have been very jealous for the Lord God of hosts,” &o. Of 
course he expected to see them converted ; but the issue was very 
contrary to his hopes. I could much enlarge, but it would be a 
riddle where this experience is unknown. 

May 26th. “ Sunday morning. Greatly depressed in spirit in 
the prayer-meeting ; cold affections, but little or no love to God ; 
and why it is not as warm as formerly I cannot tell. When I came 
home the tracts were sorted and carried round the company, as 
was my usual custom. Shortly after, one of the friends asked 
me if I had gone round with them. ‘Yes,’ said I, ‘but they 
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appear to do no good.’ About an hour after there came one of 
the men, exhibiting by his countenance that he was under the 
influence of deep emotions. He wanted to talk to me; as we 
could have access to our meeting place we went there for privacy. 

I l.o then wont on to say: ‘ You left me this tract three weeks 
ago (the title being ‘ Sowing and Reaping ’) and since then I can 
got no rest.’ I asked if he could see he was sowing the bad seed. 

' Yes,’ ho could. Then I pointed out the goodness of God in 
convincing of sin. We then knelt down, and earnest pleadings 
were sent up for the Lord to pardon his sins ; the writer, as his 
mouthpiece, confessing such sins as are common to soldiers. His 
sobbing and weeping were most copious ; and this, with the 
liberty felo in prayer for him, encouraged me in the way. After 
l oading Ps. li. and Jno. iii., and expounding according to my views 
of truth, I prayed again for him. I thought to myself, ‘ This 
looks well.’ ” 

Now this man walked very consistently for the space of two 
years, and used, if I remember rightly, to seek the Lord by pri¬ 
vate prayer, as all earnest souls made it a practice to do. In the 
course of time he was made lance corporal, then full, and at last, 
full sergeant. Thus his orderly walk and conduct brought its 
reward; but prosperity and the persecution of his wife withered 
his profession. He fell into sin, and whether he was ever re¬ 
covered out of the snare of the devil I do not know. I have been 
at a loss to decide to whom the man belonged. His consistent 
walk, his prayerful habits, bearing the reproach of men, and the 
persecution of his wife, who was a Roman Catholic, seemed to say 
lie was truly converted. Yet he fell, in the long run, under the 
strain of his wife’s oppression. The Word says, “ He that 
endureth to the end shall be saved.” We might add, “ and he 
only.” Well, he did not endure that I know of. 

27tli. “ To-day, when conversing with a comrade in a cheer¬ 
ful mood, it struck me that to converse with the ungodly upon 
wordly things in a light trifling spirit is soul-deadening ; and to 
converse on religion in a humourous way is unbecoming. I felt 
condemned for it.” It shows that at this period I still walked in 
the fear of God and was kept watchful. 

June 8th. “Lord’s Day. We buried R. J. this morning. 
When on the line of march to Lucknow I had to reprove him 
for sin on one occasion. Then he spoke up, ‘ Let every one enjoy 
his own opinion.’ His opinion and his soul are now, I fear, gone 
into that unfathomable abyss of unending woe!” A few days 
before he died I urged him to repent and to come to Christ for 
the pardon of his sins. To my astonishment, he replied, ‘ I was 
never very bad; ’ whereas his conduct was awful for bad language, 
to say nothing of other sins. Now, here was I exhorting a poor 
sinner on the brink of eternity to see his sins and confess them 
to God ; to come to Christ and get pardon. Yet he had so few 
sins, by implication, that it was needless to confess them; 
besides, he knew not that there was such a Saviour ; and if there 
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was, lie did not feel himself indebted or a transgressor. Is it 
not conclusive, that if Christ died for that man he died in vain ? 
for either he did not know the result, or else did a thing of no 
effect. Those who affirm that he died for all men can impale 
themselves on which hom of the dilemma they like. To impute 
such folly to my Maker be far from me. “ 0, my soul, come not 
thou into their secret; unto their assembly, mine honour, be not 
thou united; for, in their anger, they slay a man’s reputation, 
and in their self-will they dig down the wall of salvation.” 

“ All that the Father givetli me,” saith Christ, “ shall come to 
me”—emphatic shall, leaves no contingency , or maybe —“and him 
that cometli to me I will in no wise cast out.” How it may stand 
with the reader he knows best; but let me assure him that the last 
clause of Jno. vi. 37 was all I had to hope on a few months back; 
and it is sweet for a poor sinner like myself to hang upon it, even 
now. To expose the fallacy of that God-dishonouring doctrine of 
Christ’s shedding his blood alike for all, to show how it sweeps 
away the glorious perfections of the ever-blessed God and leaves 
no solid ground for any to hope upon, would be a waste of my 
paper and ink; and would leave the adherents of this doctrine as 
wise as they are now. 

17th. “ On guard last night. Was posted from ten to twelve. 
0, how sweetly the Lord communed with me during the night 
watches. How blessed I felt it, while I trod my lonely post, to 
converse with Jesus ! Yet how grieved I felt about all the pro¬ 
fanity that at times I am surrounded with ; and to hear his Name 
taken in vain by his creatures who should praise him for their 
being. And when I consider how he could consume them in a 
moment, I am astonished at his forbearance!” I am much mis¬ 
taken if all that “grief,” &c., about others’ sins was not a mere 
ruse of Satan’s to blind my eyes to self-righteousness, or, in the 
long run, to make it a snare to puff me up with spiritual pride 
and fleshly zeal. It is true the reflection came through a gracious 
visit, but it became habitual at length, till I began to see there 
was no difference inside either of us, except that they were left 
and I was upheld in the fear of his Great Name : “Whatsoever 
doth make manifest is light.” (Eph. v. 13.) 

June 19tli. “ This morning a corporal accused me of neglecting 
my duty, or a part of it; whereas, I was not made properly 
acquainted with what I had to do. I told him I would not 
willingly neglect any part of my duty, if I knew it. His wrath 
was great, but ‘ a soft answer turned it away.’ But I was exercised 
afterwards, fearing he might revile me; for the enemy makes a 
great deal of any little failing, if religion be respected, saying 
‘all are alike.’ Satan said I had now brought a reproach on the 
cause of Christ, which he knew lay near my heart, and that I 
would rather die than do so.” Looking back, after a lapse of 
years, at my spirit, conduct, and my general bearing, it appears 
to me that 1 was as tenacious of my own good character, if not 
more so, than I was of the honour of God. 
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20th. “ W. V. came to hear the minister yesterday evening, who 
discoursed on Isa. liii. He told me he very much liked what was 
said ; also, he was much troubled about his sins when on sentry 
the other night, and had to kneel down and confess them and 
pray for forgiveness.” ' 

This man had as many convictions of sin as any man I knew 
in the company, or the regiment at large, but no genuine repent¬ 
ance, nor courage to boldly take up the cross and come out from 
the world. At the capture of Delhi he plundered some scores of 
rupees, a haversack half full, though at the time liis life was hardly 
worth a shilling; for others were falling around him; yet he 
escaped and purchased his discharge. One remarkable thing 
to me was, that when death was flying around and destruction 
on every hand not one conviction of sin was in his mind; the 
coveted lucre was thought of most; the glittering coin hid sin, 
death, and eternity from view, and put far away the evil day. 

21st. “ E. Bougliton was a very ungodly man, like the rest 

of us, till he began to attend the meetings and reform. He be¬ 
came alarmed about his eternal state, and was blesse.d, he told 
me, by the application of Matt. vii. 7.” The thorough reforma¬ 
tion of this man in life, language, and morals, was most remark¬ 
able. His separation from the world in manners and conversa¬ 
tion, his bearing the scorn and ridicule of his fellows, seeking the 
Lord by prayer, and that continually, made me say to myself on 
one occasion, “ Bob, your religion is fireproof.” But time tries 
all, and makes manifest who the workman is in salvation matters, 
even in the army. In the taking of Delhi this man was shot 
through the lung, and the ball could never be extracted. Finally 
he recovered, which seemed nothing short of a miracle ; and 
then, when he got about healthy and well, he broke out into 
open sin, and I never heard of his returning to the good ways of 
God again. At that I do not wonder, for if salvation is not all 
of God from first to last, there is no hope for me. Had it not 
been for recovering grace in my own case I should have made 
shipwreck of all my faith and love many a time, no doubt; but 
especially at this time of which I am speaking. 

About this time I was taken, while at Lucknow, with a severe 
pain in my back. I went to the hospital, but they did me no 
good. This pain caused me a martyrdom of suffering for months, 
with but little relief. Why and wherefore this cross was laid 
upon me I never could understand at that time, except that it 
was to embitter my life. It seemed so contrary to a God of love 
to afflict me with bad hearing, and now this pain in the loins. 
The doctors could not relieve it and the Lord did not, in 
answer to my cries and tears, sighs and groans. As far as I 
could see, his enemies, who only blasphemed his Name, were 
blest with the best of health, and had every faculty unimpaired; 
while I, who only wished to serve and love him, was weighed 
down with affliction of body and mind. The self-righteousness, 
pride, and legality of my heart was gaining ground, and this was 
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sent as a check, no doubt, if I could but have seen it. 0, the 
self-pity and bard thoughts of God ! 

June 22nd. “ I went over to the meeting-liouse for a little 

private communion, when I found one of our friends, a bandsman, 
had two of the men out of his room with him. He asked me to 
read a portion of the Word and pray.” One was in tears, though 
a most obstinate young fellow; and he walked in the fear of 
God until after the fall of Delhi, when he was taken with the 
cholera. He bore his pains with great fortitude, and died in 
peace and believing, yea, joyfully yielded up his breath. 

23rd. “Last night, at about ten o’clock, a man was carried 
to the hospital with cholera and died at tAvo this morning. They 
tell me he Avas singing most lustily at the canteen only two hours 
before he Avas taken. Six liaA 7 e been taken off Avithin a \veek; 
Avhat fears possess me lest I should have that direful disease, and 
dishonour the Lord by impatience, instead of manifesting a meek 
endurance.” 

For the information of my reader, it may not be out of place 
to state Avliat are the symptoms of this aAvful plague, Avliich, at 
LucknoAv, cut doAvn the healthy and the strong with such short 
warnings. It Avas not an uncommon thing for one to hear that 
a man Avliom he srav young, hale, and strong a few hours ago 
was about to be buried. This cholera generally seized the hands 
or feet with such poAverful spasmodic contraction that it dreAV the 
flesh into lumps, then working its Avay rapidly to the intestines 
or to the heart. If it began at the feet, it tAvisted the boAvels into 
knots; if at the hands, it Avorked its way to the stomach. Two 
or three would be rubbing the limbs (feet or hands, as the case 
might be) to relieve, or at any rate to alleviate, the pain, which, 
as I was told at the time, Avas agonizing even to Avitness. But I 
now write from memory, having made no memoranda, for Avliich 
I am sorry; it is regrettable that as an ear and eye witness, it 
was not made a matter of importance, and visits made so as to 
substantiate what is iioav penned. As to the A T eracity of it there 
is not a shadow of doubt, for godly and ungodly alike concurred 
in the statements. The intense agony of the sufferer was so un¬ 
bearable as to cause him to curse and blaspheme the Author of 
his unendurable pains. He would rage, SAvear, and utter impre¬ 
cations that exceeded all bounds, till he Avent. .to that place 
assigned to such; Avhere he could still carry on the same without 
intermission; as spoken of by Isaiah: “ They shall curse their 
King and their God, and look upward;” or as in Kev. xvi. 11; 
which literally took place. Such awful employment seems horri¬ 
fying to think of; to be consigned with Satan and wicked spirits 
to the employment of upheaving wrath, enmity, and desperation 
against Him Avhose Avitheriiig frown and almighty arm withholds 
any amelioration of their condition! This, together with the 
gnawing Avorm of a guilty conscience and the burning ire of 
vindictive justice, will he enough to enlighten or convince Henry 
Ward Beecher and all who are held in the fraternal embrace of 
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the belief that “ there is no such thing as hell,” that the words 
of Holy Writ are verified in their own experience : “ The wicked 
shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that forget God.” 
“The Lord is known by the judgment which he executeth.” 
“ The wicked is snared in the work of his own hands.” “And 
these shall go away into everlasting punishment; but the 
righteous into life eternal.” We see eternal life and eternal 
punishment run collaterally. 

These events led me to look in after years at some points of 
doctrine which were ignored at that time, or thrust aside as 
unworthy of serious notice. Yet the whole Word of inspiration 
stands or falls together. If we set aside one part of Truth we 
may do so with another, and a third, till all be rejected. Hence 
it is such errors abound. One party takes this as a creed and 
rejects the other that seems to make against it; until, at length, 
the Bible is cut up into shreds by different sects, and infidelity 
says it is all a myth: “To the law and to the testimony.” 
“ Remember the former things of old.” What things? Why, the 
destruction of the antediluvians. Did God know that as one 
after another came into the world their end would be universal 
destruction? Undoubtedly he did, and told Noah to proclaim it 
and preach righteousness. Did Noah make any converts ? We 
do not read any: “Thou only have I found righteous in this 
generation.” To look the matter square in the face, it is presum¬ 
ably clear that they were born in sin and under God’s wrath. 
Did he know that this would certainly be the inevitable con¬ 
sequence of their coming into existence and yet averted not 
the catastrophe? Yes, he did! “For, I am God, and there is 
none else; I am God, and there is none like me. Declaring the 
end from the beginning, and from ancient times the things that 
are not yet done; saying, My counsel shall stand, and I will do 
all my pleasure.” (Isa. xlvi. 9, 10.) We might look at Sodom 
and Gomorrah, the overthrow of the cities of the plain, and the 
destruction of the Canaanites, young and old. We might also 
look at God’s ancient people in the wilderness, the terrible mor¬ 
tality among them for their unbelief, rebellion, and hardness of 
heart; and their being shut out of Canaan on account of it; which 
was typical of the heavenly rest (Heb. xi. 16), prepared for the 
saints of God now; as saith Christ: “ I go to prepare a place,” &c. 

Did he know that the six hundred thousand, and many thousands 
more, would all perish under his wrath and never enter the land ? 
Most decidedly he did, or where is his foreknowledge of his 
creatures and events. Those who wilfully close their eyes to these 
unpalatable truths are at war with one or the other of the attributes 
of the ever-blessed God. Either his wisdom or his justice is im¬ 
pugned, or they are indirectly striking at other attributes,—such 
as his love to the elect by an eternal decree, and are making him 
to act according to circumstances, like his short-sighted creatures 
do in other respects. 

If, then, the premises be correct, we may ask, “ Did the God of 
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the whole earth know that those men who died at Lucknow, 
Delhi, and other places in India, from a cause which overmatched 
the medical faculty (for 1 never knew of but two cases surviving 
of all who were seized, the writer being one), know that they 
would so perish, and bring them there to be cut off in that way ; 
or was it a chance that overtook them ? What is the legitimate 
conclusion to be deduced, if we revere God’s Word and cast all 
the sophisms of the worldly-wise “to the moles and to the bats?” 
The salvation of the Hindoo was not much thought of when we 
could gain no ground for ourselves, or avert the calamities befall¬ 
ing us. Our prayers were not in accordance with the Lord’s will, 
for we wanted those saved whom he had “ determined to destroy.” 
(2 Cliron. xxv. 16.) 

Men are praying for the conversion of the world, the heathen, 
and so forth, with no better ground than we had for our comrades. 
They think the Lord came to send peace on earth; and, without 
consulting his will, they take it for granted that whatsoever is 
asked in liis Name it must be done. One ray of heavenly light 
in the understanding, by the Spirit’s illumination, would have 
cleared all this fog like the mist before the rising sun: “ Suppose 
ye that I am come to give peace on the earth?” “To be sure 
we do, as thou art the Prince of peace;” “ 1 tell you Nay ; but 
rather division,” and war. “ Are we not to pray that all the 
world might be saved ?” “I pray not for the world, but for those 
which thou hast given me.” (Lu. xii. 51; Matt. x. 34 ; Jno. 
xvii. 9.) There were a people in Judah whom the prophet Jere¬ 
miah was forbidden to pray for. If he was forbidden to pray for 
them would his prayers have availed, however charitable he 
might be? I guess not. “Therefore, pray not thou for this 
people; neither lift up cry nor prayer for them; neither make 
intercession to me ; for I will not hear thee.” (Jer. vii. 16; 
xv. 1.) The prophet’s large-lieartedness had to give way before 
the sovereign will of him of whom it is said, “ God is love.” 
But the prophet had to acquiesce in his justice and rest satisfied. 
He did them no wrong. If the reader wants to prove the doctrine 
of discrimination, let him do as others have done, pray for certain 
individuals of his own kin; and after years at this, find at last 
they go out of the world without giving the slightest hope of 
being saved. A little business in that way will initiate him into 
the mysteries of Christ’s kingdom, or show him the Lord does 
not save just the persons we fix upon to pray for. He will be 
then able to leave all the rest of the world at his disposal, or, at 
all events, to those who make a living out of going to save them; 
seeing, as he says, “ My kingdom is not of this world,” neither 
India, Africa, China, nor Japan. I admit that the Lord may 
take advantage of free-will now and then and save a Hindoo or 
an African, as he did Sergeant Barnes. 

25tli. “ This morning I went into hospital to see Colour-ser¬ 
geant Barnes, who is our pay-sergeant, as I heard he was very 
ill.” My reader knows what I have related of him, of his perse- 
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cution towards me and others; this made me minutely note down 
all the dealings of God connected with his death. His continual 
kindness made my heart throb with love and sympathy, as I saw 
the strong man, of six feet in height or thereabout, not having 
yet reached the age of thirty years, grappling with the king of 
terrors, and what appeared worse still, Moses had laid hold of 
him with a “Pay me what thou owest.” Poor fellow! I weep 
freely for him, even now; though it is so many years since. As 
I approached his bed-side, with what little strength he had lie 
beckoned me to him; having caught sight of me before I knew 
his whereabouts. Judge of my surprise, when, in the accents of 
despair, he looked upon me with all the horrors of the damned 
in his conscience, speaking out of his sin-burdened heart, “ My 
soul is lost!! ” I replied, “ But God is very merciful, sergeant.” 
“ Ah! But I have despised his mercy, and I shall soon be in 
hell! 0, I am lost! The devil will soon have me; fire and 
brimstone will be my portion.” I tried to encourage him to 
hope in God. I might as well have told him to take the arrow 
out which was driven in. He was feelingly lost; so, having no 
hope, he bitterly lamented his folly in putting off the concerns of' 
his soul till on a dying bed. Whatever free-will remained in my 
religion, I had here a convincing proof in my own daily experience 
that there was no enjoyment of the love of God or the pardon of 
sin if God did not reveal it. I told him to try and pray. He 
said he could not. “ But,” said I, “you can say, ‘God be merci¬ 
ful to me a sinner.’ ” This he repeated after me, but imme¬ 
diately added, “ There is no mercy for me! ” He could not even 
hope for mercy. I told him I would pray for him. He said it 
was useless to do so, as he was “ a lost man.” He refused to be 
comforted from anything I could say, either of promise or invita¬ 
tion. His only expectation was wrath, not mercy. He said, “If 
ever I felt the weight of my sins it is now.” Here I would make 
a remark as to natural convictions. I was impressed by his 
change of conduct in many respects that he wished he could be 
as I was. Had the arrow of conviction been as deeply embedded 
in his conscience while in health it would have brought him out 
of the world, no doubt, but God’s time had not come. 

“ There is a period known to God, 

When all his sheep, redeem’d by blood, 

Shall leave the hateful ways of sin, 

Turn to the fold, and enter in. 

“At peace with hell, with God at war, 

In sin’s dark maze they wander far; 

Indulge their lusts, and still go on, 

As far from God as sheep can run. 

“ When wisdom calls, they stop their ear, 

And headlong urge their mad career ; 

Judgments nor mercies ne’er can sway 
Their roving feet to Wisdom’s way.” 

The apothecary came in and gave the nurse strict orders to let. 
no one speak to him as he was not right in his mind. I knew 
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the poor fellow’s malady and the wounds that wanted healing; 
and though I was much awed by his terror as I went home, yet 
I had some hope that the Great Physician would eventually appear 
with the balm of Gilead. These words were sweetly impressed 
on my mind, “ If two of you shall agree on earth as touching 
anything they shall ask, it shall be done for them of my Father 
which is in heaven.” Accordingly I went to John Leghorn, told 
him of the desperate state of poor Barnes, and we heartily made 
supplication for him over at the room. Fervour and liberty were 
granted to us both; we had a persuasion that the Lord had heard 
us, and that all would be well before he left this world. The 
next morning Leghorn went to the hospital and saw him, but no 
change had taken place. He was still in a hopeless condition; 
saying he could not cast his soul upon the Lord, though he could 
look nowhere else. As for good works, he had none to plead. 
What he wanted, was pardon of sin. L. was led to believe that 
all would yet be well. He himself had had a long and deep law- 
work, and concluded it was a sign the Lord was dealing with him. 
One of our own company was sent to watch over the sick man for 
the next twenty-four hours, and he being a professor of religion 
brought us particulars of the next day. 

Shortly after he arrived, the chaplain of the regiment visited 
the sick man and asked him concerning the state of his soul, if he 
could see himself a sinner, and deserving hell ? to which he an¬ 
swered, “Yes.” The minister was moved, even to tears, at his 
honest confession, for he was a young man of deep sympathy. 
Barnes burst into tears and gave liis consent for him to pray for 
him. During the day a ray of hope entered his mind, for the 
terrors were not spoken of much after the minister prayed. As 
he, Barnes, knew this man to be a professor of religion, he began 
to converse about the promises in the New Testament, and a 
bright beam of heavenly light began to shine on his gloomy soul, 
dispelling his darkness. He asked his nurse to pray for him, and 
read the Word, “ Ask, and it shall be given you ; seek, and ye shall 
find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you.” (Matt. vii. 7.1 
This Scripture was encouraging, and he turned it over in his 
mind. A hope in God’s mercy commenced; he began to pray, 
and was shortly after blessed with pardon and peace. The 
patients who were in the same ward said they never heard a man 
pray as he did all that night. His joys were great, I believe. 
He sent his thanks to me and John Leghorn for what we had 
said to him; saying that it was the happiest day of his life, 
though his body was racked with pain. When he asked who was 
coming to be his nurse, being told, he burst into tears, saying, 
“ That ungodly man ! ” When I heard it, I volunteered to go 
and sit up with him until he either got better, or died The 
dread he had of ungodly or worldly men made him request that 
only converted men might be with him. When I arrived he 
had become delirious; and I was grieved to think I could not 
hear and see for myself the goodness of God towards him. 


A SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


145 


Before I proceed, let me say it lias struck me since liow much 
of self there is in the people of God. Even in the best, the 
most sincere, and the most heavenly-minded actions of spiritual 
men this exists ; and the Lord brings those hidden evils to light 
that we might reprobate them, as one furnace after the other 
purges the dross from our affections Looking now at the dis¬ 
appointment of his reason being gone, I can believe it was to 
deprive me of what was so sweet, viz., glorying in self. The 
ultimate end of the Lord was, to check that which was growing 
like noxious weeds about all my devotion ; and the suckers of 
spiritual pride, self-will, and self-righteousness, were running 
away with the virtue of that which should have nourished the 
roots of humility, viz , love to Christ, and godly fear. Yet I was 
apparently more zealous then than now, and should have resented 
the least hint of insincerity. Paul, when in his natural state, 
was as zealous when he persecuted the saints as he was after¬ 
wards in grace, serving his Lord and them : “ Sin is mixed with 
all I do,” says one, to which we must subscribe What a mercy 
that the Lord has borne the iniquity of our holy things ; as was 
typified by Aaron the High Priest in Ex. xxviii. 30-38. “ Bear¬ 
ing the iniquity of the holy things of the children of Israel which 
they do hallow,” when he went into the holy place ; just as our 
great High Priest entered into the holy of holies with his own 
blood. 

As my thoughts at that time seem brought before me,—as God 
alone can do, “ Who declareth to man his thoughts ” (Amos iv. 
13), I can see my object was, to tell the brethren of the Lord’s 
goodness, faithfulness, and veracity in a graphic way; making it 
as impressive as possible by an eloquent speech; pointing out 
the most striking features of the whole; particularly the Lord 
hearing our prayers on behalf of the poor despairing sinner, and, 
perhaps, prominently hinting at those put up two years before at 
the time of his hatred against me. So far so good; if the eye had 
been single, then the whole body had been full of light: “ Take 
heed, therefore, that the light which is in thee, be not darkness. 
If, therefore, the light that is in thee be darkness, how great is that 
darkness.” Who were so dark as those that had the Scriptures in 
the days of Immanuel ? “No man can serve two masters ; for 
either he will hate the one, and love the other; or else lie will 
hold to the one and despise the other.” If, therefore, thy whole 
body be full of light, having no part dark, the whole shall be full 
of light, as when the bright shining of a candle doth give the 
light. In the day in which we live it does not seem probable that 
the language of Ps. cxxxix. 28, 24, often ascends to Omniscience : 
“ Search me, 0 God, and know my heart; try me, and know my 
thoughts ; and see if there be any wicked way in me, and lead 
me in the way everlasting.” Those that are “ perfect ” can say, 
“ Ah ! David ! That prayer is unfashionable among us ; we leave 
all such prayers as that for those who hold the doctrines of devils, 
as Toplady, Newton, Bomaine, and a few other Calvinistie and 
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obscure individuals.” Yet where is the man that has got a hope 
worth having who has not seen the necessity, again and again, 
to he “ cleansed from all filthiness of flesh and spirit; perfecting 
holiness in the fear of God.” (2 Cor. vii. 1.) If a good hope through 
grace be in our heart we shall, as it predominates, seek to be 
“purifying ourselves, even as he is pure.” The saints of Christ 
want as much to be conformed to his suffering image here as to 
his glorified image hereafter : “ That I may know him, and the 
power of his resurrection,” saitli our apostle. My desire is, 
“ Cleanse thou me from secret faults.” 

To return. Barnes being insensible made it unnecessary for 
me to remain. So at the expiration of twenty-four hours I was 
relieved, and he died that night at eleven o’clock. As I lay asleep 
and dreaming in my quarters, metliought I stood by his dying- 
bed ; and as I was gazing upon his deatli-like visage, his en¬ 
raptured soul winged its flight into the realms of eternal felicity. 
I have no note of this dream, but have related all I remember of 
it. As soon as his spirit had fled, Sergt. Sheward came and 
awoke me, saying, “ Tommy, Sergt. Barnes is dead ! ” I replied 
that I knew it, for his soul was seen departing. His last words 
while consciousness remained were that he wished to depart this 
sinful world, proving he dreaded sin,—a good evidence of a work 
of grace. What caused his death was hardly known. He had a 
fall from a horse while riding some three weeks before which was 
the commencement of his sickness, but not immediately. 

28th. “ The Almighty has stretched out his hand by way of 

judgment on our regiment. There are six lying dead to be buried 
this evening. The ungodly get together, talk and laugh to disguise 
their thoughts and their fears, or drown them; while a few get 
beastly drunk every night to forget themselves, and that plagues 
and death are flying around. 0, the awful depravity of man 
when he rushes into deeper sin to shut his eyes to the vengeance 
of heaven ! Some, through fear of death, attend our meeting; 
but time will prove whether biought there by the Spirit.” 

30tli. “ On guard last night, as nurse over a dying man. The 
cries of some at the other end of the ward were dreadful to hear ; 
but I had my own duty to attend to and could not be present. 
Surely the hand of the Lord is in all this. ‘ Is there evil in a 
city, and the Lord hath not done it ? ’ ‘ Yes,’ says Atheism, ‘for 
I have never seen God’s hand.’ This morning one of our friends, 
who has been meeting with us for some few weeks, was brought 
into hospital. When he came I did not speak, supposing he had 
the fever. But afterwards I was given to understand he had taken 
the cholera. A. Vass was on duty as his nurse and tried to ease 
the pains with his hands, and to comfort his mind with the Word. 
Though his quarters were not many yards from mine he belonged 
to another company, and was better known to some others than 
myself. By them it was believed that he received the pardon of 
his sins about a month before. In the main he was consistent in 
his profession, so far as he had light; but his convictions were 
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neither very deep nor liis deliverance very clear. Seeing him one 
Sunday purchase some butter for tea, I thought it was breaking 
the Sabbath—‘ Whatsoever is not of faith, is sin ’—and I pointed 
it out to him in that light from the Word. I told him I considered 
it my bounden duty to reprove him ; taking as my guide Lev. xix. 
17. He received what I said, and acknowledged it to be wrong, 
lie was very patient under his sufferings and spoke much of the 
sufferings of Christ, comparing his own as being so light to what 
his Saviour’s were. He died in the night in peace and tran¬ 
quillity, with a full assurance of all sin being forgiven ; without a 
murmur or a scream ; while otliprs in the same circumstances were 
shrieking and swearing because of their pains. The ‘Blue light’ 
was an exception. 

“ 1 Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are.’ ” 

July 2nd. “The bad health of the regiment has caused us to be 
shifted out of barracks into camp, about two miles from Lucknow. 
But men still keep dying, whether in camp or in quarters. I 
left a tract, relating the conversion of a German minister, on Jesse 
Pen’s bed, and he told me what a softening effect it produced on 
him, causing him to weep. Then I pointed out the necessity of 
being a pardoned sinner ; but we soon got to a difference of 
opinion as to the propriety of the strictness to which I carried 
religion. He got warm, and we parted ; for he did not think it 
necessary to carry it so far. The drift was to be saved in sin, not 
from it. I was told that he was boasting afterwards how he had 
refuted my arguments.” 

A day or two afterwards, when sitting at my table unoccupied, 
a paper lay before me, and having a pen in my hand, I copied 
the following, without any particular object: 

“ There’s no repentance in the grave, 

Nor pardon offer’d to the dead.” 

“ Let fools my wiser choice deride, 

Angels and God approve. 

Nor scorn of men, nor rage of hell, 

My steadfast soul shall move.” 

Looking at it as I held it in my hand it seemed suggested to me 
to lay it on Pen’s bed. As he was absent and no one near I did 
so. Seeing the words when he arrived, he got in a rage, as I 
could tell, enquiring who had put it there, not suspecting me. 
This his comrade told me after liis death, which took place a few 
days subsequently; he dying with awful rage and blaspheming God 
when he expired. I observed liis manner where I was sitting. As 
I then looked at the circumstances it appeared that the last warn¬ 
ing was sent to him through me. The pardon offered was slighted, 
and the despising of God’s mercy was the cause of his being cut 
off. Such were my conceptions of the Divine procedure. I judged 
that he had no fixed rules but acted according to circumstances, 
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Sometimes repeatedly warning a man to turn from liis evil ways 
without effect. No doubt many texts could be produced which 
Seem to favour that notion; such as Ps. vii. 12 ; Prov. i. 24-27 ; 
xxix. 1: “ He that being often reproved, liardenetli his neck, shall 
suddenly be destroyed, and that without remedy.” And if God 
so dealt with Israel of old for their innumerable sins, open 
transgressions, murders, frequent rebellions, idolatries, and the 
like, after reproofs, warnings, and solemn judgments to their 
predecessors, could they complain of injustice ? For this was what 
some alleged against him in the time of Ezekiel; as many now in 
our day, when the truth is laid before them, accuse him of partiality. 
Whereas, God does no wrong in saving some by his grace while 
he leaves those who care not for it; or who consider they are 
sufficient of themselves to accomplish salvation by his just mak¬ 
ing up what little is deficient in their account. Sinners die as 
law-breakers and transgressors, every man for his own sin. This 
truth is fully taught in Ezek. xviii.; and though he remonstrates 
with the rebellious house, telling them he had no pleasure in him 
that dietli,—that is, the corporeal death which they died, cut off 
by the sword, pestilence, and disease; yet they said, “the way 
of the Lord is not equal.” When God shows what we may call 
tt “respectable” sinner—that is one who is not guilty of open 
flagrant sins, such as drunkenness or profligacy, but yet is not 
innocent of hypocrisy, covetousness, &c., his sins and iniquities, 
by the light of nature, and he turns not from them, what excuse 
will he have at the great tribunal? when even here conscience 
accuses of the very things which will be brought against him 
when the books are opened, as we read in Rev. xx. 11-15. If 
men professing godliness, yet in works denying God, can they say 
God is unjust when they know even now they do not obey the 
gospel ? (Tit. i 14-16.) It would carry me too far to prove 
these assertions; yet many under whose eyes these pages may 
fall are secretly convinced of the stern facts. 

The man Pen had had a good education and felt sufficient of 
himself to do as much as he thought was requisite, yet he did it 
not. What excuse could he plead ? Why, his dying words will 
bear enough witness against him, let alone his millions of trans¬ 
gressions. If I testify by my feeble pen, both by experience and 
the Word of God, to the inability of the creature and the total 
ruin of all mankind through the effects of the fall, and another 
affirms that it is not the case, he being sure he is a guide to the 
blind, approves that which is excellent, and that he can perform 
all the precepts of the gospel, yet who walks not out one precept 
under the Spirit’s influence, but rejects all admonition, will such 
have any excuse for his short-coming ? “ They say, and do not.” 
(Matt, xxiii. 8, 4.) Other remarks might be made, but I do not 
want to multiply words and must keep within due bounds. Yet 
I will say that this notion of offering pardon is not Scriptural, 
nor hardly sound sense, if we look at what it implies. A criminal 
who is sentenced to death is taken to the scaffold, irrespective of 
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liis will as to time, place, or mode of execution. But if a reprieve 
should come before the time fixed for carrying out the law, he is 
not offered a pardon, but the sentence not being carried out shows, 
he has escaped so far ; but when the prison doors are opened ancl 
he is taken outside, as a young man* in England was four years 
ago, he then knows he is pardoned and liberated. In a spiritual 
sonsc, to offer a pardon to a self-condemned sinner is not the 
mockery of our blessed Jesus; he remits the sin and sets the 
prisoner free. To offer pardon while the door of the heart is 
barred up is not opening prison doors, which is the prerogative 
of Him who holds the key. David prayed, “ Bring my soul out, 
of prison, that I may praise thy Name“If the Son shall make 
you free, ye shall be free indeedand Jesus is “ exalted a Prince 
and a Saviour to give remission of sins.” He brings pardon in 
his hands and salvation in his heart, opens the prison doors, and 
proclaims liberty. (Isa. lxi. 1; Gal. iii. 23.) 

The next entry bears no date. 

“ While we lay in camp at this place, the thought of dying- 
from cholera was impressed upon me continually; on one occa¬ 
sion I was so beset that it seemed as though the disease had, 
really a hold on me. The thoughts of it were dreadful; not death 
itself, but to die of cholera. Said the devil: ‘ You will be sure, 
to roar out in your pains.’ Having a touch of biliousness, it 
appeared to be coming on, but a dose of medicine put me right 
again in a few hours. I could willingly have died from any other- 
cause if left to my choice; but I felt afraid that if I had cholera 
I should dishonour God and open the mouths of the ungodly. 
All the horrors of those who had miserably perished, of whom I 
had heard, were depicted ; their horribly distorted forms, etc., 
which is beyond my capacity to relate. For days this painful' 
temptation harassed me ; yet I never mentioned it to any one, for 
they told me fear was one cause of so many taking it. But how 
those who never had any fear at all about it got the disease I 
never heard.” 

After much exercise of mind, until it nearly wore me out, I one. 
day took up a small hymn-book that lay on the table ; opening 
promiscuously, my eyes fell on this : 

“ Sovereign Ruler of the skies, 

Ever gracious, ever wise, 

All my times are in thy hand, 

All events at thy command. 

“ His decree who formed the earth, 

Fix’d my first and second birth ; 

Parents, native place, and time, 

All appointed were by Him.” 

Away went the devil and all my fears with him. The truth 


* The young man referred to was saved by Peace’s confession of being the 
aotual or sole murderer of the polioeman for whom the other was sentenced. 
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■was clear. He liacl fixed my first birth in England, my second in 
India, and my death and the means also were at bis appointment. 

“ Times of sickness, times of health, 

Times of penury and wealth; 

Times of trial and of grief, 

TimeB of triumph and relief.” 

How applicable the last lines ; yea, more, how blessedly applied! 
How well adapted to meet me in such a case : 

“ Times the Tempter’s power to prove, 

Times to taste a Saviour’s love, 

All must come, and last, and end. 

As shall please my heavenly Friend. 

“ Plagues and deaths around me fly, 

Till he bids I cannot die ; 

Hot a single shaft can hit, 

Till the God of love sees fit.” 

I bad indeed proved the “ Tempter’s ” power, but I got a sweet 
love-visit for all that when Christ snapped the bands. My soul 
was singing songs of deliverance again for days. The last verse 
in particular was astonishing ; but at the first verse I seemed to 
catch like a drowning man catching at a rope. The sweetness 
was chiefly in the two last lines. 0, how I revered the Sacred 
Page ; especially such portions as “ My times are in Thy hand.” 
(Ps. xxxi. 15.) I blessed that glorious attribute of his fore-know¬ 
ledge and the fixedness of his purpose, showing beyond dispute a 
profound depth of wisdom surpassing human thought. 

Thus the doctrine of predestination, which men think ought to 
be ignored, or at most only a passing remark made about, is a 
doctrine that is calculated to lift up a poor soul who wants to feel 
his standing, safety, and security against sin, death, and the devil. 
It was the means of teaching me a sweet truth and delivering my 
soul, and has been expanding in my mind from that day to this. 
It is sadly obscured at times it is true, yet, notwithstanding, it 
took hold of the very vitals of my heart, and from that day forward 
has held me fast. It is one thing for a man to hold a doctrine, 
but altogether another for a doctrine to be received when in great 
trial and temptation. Many a liead-notional Calvinist could give 
a discourse upon predestination from this or that text to illus¬ 
trate the fundamental points of it who could not tell you of one 
painful lesson wherein it was received. I have been taught in 
the same school for the hundredth time that there is no making 
that straight which the Predestinator has made crooked ; also 
that there is no “ divination against Israel.” (Numb, xxiii. 23.) 
Neither God’s own written testimony or quotations in proof would 
do here. 

17th. “ We have moved to another camp-ground, at Alum- 

Baugh. The health of the regiment is returning. I must say, 
‘ Bless the Lord, 0 my soul, for all his mercies toward me 
through this time of sickness and death.’ How many were in the 
bloom of health and manhood about a month ago, who are now 
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in l.lio silent grave, where no mistake can be rectified. (It was 
.supposed they could have put right what was found to be wrong. 
(), bow imprudent!) The trees have fallen, and will lie till the 
morning of the resurrection. Thou hast spared me, 0 Lord, 
and may I serve thee with humble fear till it shall please thee to 
take me from this world. Then may the words of the psalmist 
bo uttered in my expiring moments : ‘ Into Thy hands I commit 
my spirit, for thou hast redeemed me, 0 Lord God of truth.’ 
(I’s. xxxi.) 

“ The morning on which we marched into Alum-Baugli I was 
prevailed on to take a dram of rum; for the march was trying, 
though the distance was not great. As I had been for two years 
a total abstainer, or very nearly so, it made me talkative, and a 
twitch of my conscience made me afraid lest I should have sinned 
against the Lord by so doing. At ten o’clock we had to march 
out and pitch tents. The sun was too powerful and we had 
to return. Again, at four o’clock we essayed, but without 
success. It irritated me to have to march backward and forward 
under an Indian summer’s sun to no purpose. The next thing 
to try me was this,—we were informed that our tents would be 
pitched at a certain place, named or pointed out. I had carried 
my black bag containing Indian clothing, liome-kit, &c., to the 
aforesaid place. As soon as I got back the order was given to 
remain and not move at all; so that labour was lost, and my 
bag was wanted to get some letters out which had been written 
to my parents ; for the mail closed that day. When I had got 
the bag back again and secured my letters that order was can¬ 
celled, and the bag had to be taken over the ground again. This 
was very provoking, for my bag was packed ; and to pack and re¬ 
pack when in confusion and unsettled is likely to incur loss and 
risk. Being determined to get off my letters for the colonel to 
frank I found, to my grief, chagrin, and vexation, that all the 
letters were gone to Lucknow, and that mine could not go by that 
mail. How cutting this was to my feelings; one thing after 
another ; but I tried to cheer myself by thinking that these things 
would work in me patience. I had often prayed for that grace, 
seeing myself so deficient therein, and knowing it to be very 
requisite, being situated where there is so much to try one every 
day. 

“ I have had at times a fearful struggle with the ‘ Old Man,’ 
when things have turned out contrary to my expectations; and 
not without violence have I kept back impatient language from 
going out of my lips ; to say nothing of impatient thoughts, for 
which my conscience has often condemned me. 

“ By six o’clock we got up the tents at their permanent place. 
The darkness having set in, I took a walk out, and poured out my 
soul in thanking God for keeping me in great measure from bring¬ 
ing any guilt on my conscience by wilful transgression. As my day, 
so my strength had been, though there were several thorns in the 
flesh. Like a coward, I laid me down at bed-time without acknow- 
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ledging tlie Lord, because, in so much confusion it appeared out 
of place. 0, liow hard I find it to keep in the path of rectitude and 
uprightness. When the Lord leaves me, how hard I find it to 
walk in the narrow way that leads to life. Yet the Word says, 

‘ In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy steps.’ ” 
(Prov. iii. 6.) 

It is many years since my diary was even glanced at, and it has 
never been critically looked into since it was written. At this 
distance of time, how much I see of that legal leaven of free-will 
and fleshly performances ; yet there is real sincerity in the main; 
though sadly lacking in God-like honesty to confess deficiencies 
even to myself. I do not hesitate to aver that all free-will ever 
did for any man was just what it did for the poor soldier, viz., 
caused me to hope to commend myself in future in some way or 
other, and left me short of honesty. Eeal godly honesty, wrought 
in and wrought out, had not been done in me; and while a man 
or woman is left under the influence of the flesh in religious 
things there will always be a reserve of supposed goodness, a 
little strength not quite spent. “ Things will be better as I go 
on, and finally all will be well.” This is the sum and sub¬ 
stance of that unbelief in the human heart which ever aims at 
pulling down all such positive declarations as, “Without me ye 
can do nothing;” “ The flesh lustetli against the Spirit, and the 
Spirit against the flesh; and these are contrary the one to the 
other; so that ye cannot do the things that ye would.” (Gal. 
v. 17.) Until a sinner has had such truths burnt into him by 
terrible fires they remain merely in the letter to him, and are as 
nothing; therefore, he cannot be honest to himself, he will not 
be honest to God ; and for that reason will not, nor can be honest 
to his fellow-man. I know what I am saying, and I repeat, “ If 
a religionist is a workmonger, trusting to works, wholly or in 
part, whether for salvation or sanctification; whether to walk 
before God or the world, so far Christ is become of none effect 
to him, whoever he be that wants a dead lift from any such trash." 
It is doing what others did before, to whom the prophet was sent 
with a, “ Wherefore, hear the word of the Lord, ye scornful men, 
that rule this people. Because ye have said, we have made a 
covenant with death, and with hell are we at agreement; when 
the overflowing scourge shall pass through, it shall not come unto 
us; for we have made lies our refuge, and under falsehood have 
we hid ourselves.” My religion at that period was nothing better 
than a refuge of lies; and a binding myself under falsehoods; re¬ 
bellion, pride, and deceit, was all that a fleshly religion worked 
in me. If my will was crossed I rebelled inwardly; if not able 
to perform my enterprize, my pride rose up; while deceit and 
hypocrisy were the fruit of my not liking to be thought evil of by 
my fellow-man. Alas! Alas! That all these evils, and scores 
not mentioned, should be swarming in the secret cells of my de¬ 
praved heart; and yet that I should have no honesty, no real 
spiritual honesty, to confess to God the real truth,the whole truth, 
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ami nothing but the truth, until he burnt up all my religion and 
It’ll, me worse in soul-feeling than when first he took me to pieces; 
until he put his hand a second time to recover me. The Word 
" divides asunder soul and spirit,” &c. (Heb. iv. 12, 13.) 

This is the sum and substance of the Pharasaical religion of 
thousands who are working in some way or other to commend 
themselves to God. How hard it is, where a legal heart and a 
perverted judgment keep house, to believe the creature to be 
totally helpless. The Antinomian spirit is opposite in character 
to the last-named, and holds another sort of free-wilier. He sees 
the impotence of the creature as far as the letter is concerned, 
and can contend for it better than many others, perhaps. But 
while he admits that “ Without Christ we can do nothing,” there 
is no grief on that account, which is the case with the believer. 
I lo (the Antinomian) rests in the doctrine; and as he never wants 
to do anything to glorify God, it does not trouble him. He will 
exalt himself by fraud or force, denying free-will as a doctrine, 
but practising it by associating, perhaps, with Arminians in 
politics, teetotalism, or anything else that can bring him into 
notice. The world is in his heart; he never having been cruci¬ 
fied to it, though he may have read important texts, which show 
a believer is crucified to the world, and the world to him 
but not having gone through the painful ordeal, he is out of the 
secret. The following is an extract from Mr. Pliilpot: 

“ As long, then, as the worldly spirit lives in you unsubdued, un¬ 
mortified, uncrucified, your religion is but skin deep. A thin coat 
of profession may film the surface of the heart, hiding the inside 
from view, but the whole spirit of ungodliness is alive beneath, as 
much in union with the world as the magnet with the pole, or the 
drunkard with his cups. But, on the contrary, if the world within 
be crucified, by the power of Christ’s cross, the world without will 
have but little charm. How deep is the mystery that Christ is 
made unto us sanctification as well as righteousness.” 

The two characters to which I have alluded, though ever so 
keen-eyed, have never seen the narrow, narrow path of life. It is 
“ a way of holiness,” and the redeemed are the only ones found 
walking in it. A few verses of Mr. Hart’s, which give us the out¬ 
line of these two characters, will not be out of place ; for the two 
principles may work at times in the same individual: 

“ 0, what a narrow, narrow path 
Is that which leads to life ! 

Some talk of works, and some of faith, 

With warmth, and zeal, and Btrife. 

“ Bat after all that’s said or done, 

Let men think what they will, 

The strength of every tempted son 
Consists in standing still. 

“ Stand still, says one, that’s easy sure, 

'Tis what I always do ; 

Deluded soul, be not secure, 

This is not meant for you. 

H 
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“ Not driven by fear, nor drawn by love, 

Nor yet by duty led ; 

Lie still you do, and never move, 

For who can move that’s dead ? 

“ But for a living soul to stand, 

By thousand dangers scared, 

• And feel destruction close at hand, 

0, this indeed is hard !’’ 

“ Vain is all our best devotioD, 

If on false foundations built; 

True religion’s more more than notion ; 

Something must be known and felt.” 

“ Cry and groan beneath afflictions, 

Yet to dread the thought of ease.” 

25tli. “ These last three or four days I have felt the powerful 
assaults of Satan tempting me to infidelity again. At other 
times he injects abominable things, too base to commit to paper 
or even to hint at. Do all I can to get away from these things it 
effects nothing, for they follow me still. So it becomes me to 
‘ walk by faith,’ and leave it with Christ.” 

Whatever was “ becoming to a Christian,” or what “ leaving it 
with Christ ” meant, was a secret I was not conversant with at 
that period. It was more hearsay than a grace understood. 
Faith, I thought, was an exercise of the intellectual faculties of 
the creature, and not a special operation of the Spirit. (Epli. i. 
19.) I did not see that it was an Almighty act, and requiring 
the power of God as much as to raise Christ from the dead. 
Brethrenism had instilled this delusion into my mind until I 
became almost blind with unbelief. The old temptation to 
infidelity had now returned, which for many months had lain 
dormant. 

28th. “ Never since I have been on my Christian course do I 

remember feeling more sweetness in telling the Lord my troubles 
than yesterday and the day before. The sweet calm that ensued 
was worth mines of gold, for it made me cry out, ‘ Bless the Lord, 
0 my soul, and all that is within me bless his holy Name.’ How 
sweet it is to behold the light of our Father’s countenance ! But 
how much more so in times of trial and temptation; and mine 
was awful in the extreme until deliverance came.” 

The Lord, it appears, rebuked the “ devourer ” and brought 
faith into exercise, though memory has retained nothing of this 
visit, for I cannot recall the least of it. It is very evident that 
if the Holy Ghost does not indite our prayers they are but the 
products of the flesh : “ For we know not what we should pray 

for as we ought; but the Spirit itself maketh intercession for us 
with groanir.gs which cannot be uttered.” (Rom. viii. 26.) The 
liberty at the throne of grace, the “joy and peace in believing,” 
spoken of in the last entry in my diary, the delivery from the 
powerful assaults of Satanic fury, w r as not the result of taking 
the letter into my judgment and reasoning myself into faith. 
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low, joy, peace, and praising and blessing God with all the 
powers of the soul; but it was the realization of a gracious 
promise: “I have seen his ways, and will heal him. I will 
lead him also, and restore comforts to his soul.” This the 
blessed Spirit had done for me times and again when I could 
malic no memorandum of it; yet it was looked upon as the work 
of the creature, and God was robbed of a part of his honour ; for, 
although he might be extolled, yet, as the creature did it by his 
own simple act, there must be some fancied merit or something 
commendable in the worshipper : “ I will not give my glory to 
another, nor my praise to graven images ; ” “I create the fruit of 
the lips; peace, peace to him that is far off, and to him that is 
near, saitli the Lord ; I am the Lord, that is my name.” (Isa. 
xlii. 8; lvii. 18, 19.) The harmony of the Truth in the letter 
and the experience of its power in the soul leave such indelible 
proofs of its veracity, point out with such unmistakeable lines the 
Lord’s work, and so expose the delusions and errors of human 
teaching, as well as the wiles, craft, and subtilty of a mere 
profession, that, if humble dependence were more felt and there 
were less trusting to one’s own heart, the children of God 
would be more established in the Word as it is in Jesus, and 
would not be so “ carried about with every wind of doctrine by the 
sleight of men, and cunning craftiness whereby they lie in wait 
to deceive.” (Eph. iv. 14.) 

The teaching of God would leave them in no such uncertainties 
as the teaching of man does : “For the Spirit beareth witness with 
our spirit that we are the children of God yea, “ the Spirit itself." 
But that blessed Person in the glorious Trinity never bears witness 
to a lie. Neither does he teach one man by a painful process that 
he is totally helpless and another man that he can exercise faith, 
love, patience, and all the graces of the new man without his 
assistance. The very quintessence of free-will was found at the 
bottom of all I had imbibed from the writings and teachings of the 
“ Plymouth Brethren.” I was not well purged from it for years ; 
for it was so much harder to vomit up error than to drink it down. 
“It is written in the prophets, And they shall all be taught of God. 
Every man therefore that hath heard, and hath learned of the 
Father, cometli unto me.” If the Father hath not taught a man 
his impotence he cannot come to Christ as an humble supplicant, 
but as a self-sufficient, presumptuous claimant; as Christ declared 
to the conceited Jews: “ No man can come to me except the 
Father which hath sent me draw him.” (Jno. vi. 44, 45.) The 
Brethren may urge, “ It is only believe, only come, only see how 
this or that portion reads. It is the word of God,” and so forth. 
But we may say, “ Yes, and this is the Word of God also : ‘ A 
man can receive nothing except it be given him from heaven ’ (Jno. 
iii. 27); that is, not to profit or purpose ; not to benefit the soul 
or glorify God.” We admit that a man, according to the Brethren’s 
views, may believe, may reform his life and practices, may break 
bread on the first day of the week, put up a fulsome prayer on that 

•- h 2 



156 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


day, and be much puffed up by bis supposed wisdom in rejecting 
all under-sheplierds, qualified by the great Shepherd and sent 
forth to feed the sheep. Yea, he may have a clear insight into 
the unscriptural mode of the worship of other professors, have some 
vague notions about the Lord’s second coming, and a great deal 
more, and after all, with all his swelling words of vanity, perish 
and go to hell, where all his wisdom came from. “ Master, that 
is a hard saying,” you no doubt think. If the teaching is not from 
above it is from beneath; if not from heaven it is from hell: “ The 
wisdom that is from above is first pure, then peaceable, gentle, 
and easy to be entreated; full of mercy and good fruits, without 
partiality, and without hypocrisy.” I will make just one proposi¬ 
tion to a “ Brother ” if he be one: Can you believe, or suppose 
for one moment, that all the converts that have ever imbibed your 
tenets who have gone out of this time state have gone into the 
blissful presence of Christ ? when not one in a hundred know him 
by a special revelation; but only after the flesh, instead of by a 
supernatural faith ? Besides, they are denominated “ thieves and 
robbers.” (Jno. x. 1, 4, 9.) 

29th. “ I am now entitled to a ‘ good conduct ’ badge, having 

kept clear of the defaulters’ book two years. Yet how ill have I 
behaved before God; how ungrateful after such displays of his 
wonderful love to such a wretch. What murmurings, repinings, 
and short-comings; sins of omission and commission, and repeated 
failures ! It ought to humble me in the dust of self-abasement; 
yet I am proud and vain in my imaginations, which pride and 
vanity ought to make me blush for shame.” 

I certainly should have “blushed” at all my foolish thoughts 
if I could have seen them then as I see them now; and would 
not have entertained them for a moment: “ How long shall thy 
vain thoughts lodge within thee?” (Jer. iv. 14.) This may be 
said to others who may be in the thick darkness and under the 
roaring thunders of Sinai. 

30th. “ 0 God ! Never let me think thou dealest hardly with me 
because thou dost not grant my request. I have been praying 
for a certain thing, which would make my cross much lighter, and 
thou hast all power in heaven and earth to give me my desire, yet 
thou hast seen good to deny. I know thy goodness and mercy has 
followed me all my days. 0, teach me the way of life, that I 
might instruct others in that way.” 

The Lord at this period was leaving me in various ways, with 
temptations most horrible and thoughts most abominable. By 
night and by day, in my sleeping hours and waking moments, 
the devil always seemed to be pestering me with some base 
imagination or blasphemous suggestion, till I knew not where or 
what I was. Earnestly have these words gone out of my lips at 
the close of my petitions, before getting into bed: 

“ Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 

Nor powers of darkness me molest 1” 

when, alas! I have turned out of bed full of shame and confusion 
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iii tint morning; my eyes suffused with tears at all the horrid 
luimioH I had passed through, till I verily thought I was as unclean 
mid had as the rest. (Deut. xxiii. 10.) What a sore trial for one 
who was labouring hard in “ progressive sanctification,” to find 
himself again and again in the ditch, and still more filthy every 
day. 

Aug. 1st. “One of my dearest friends, a ‘brother beloved.’ 
has lioon taken away by death. If any earthly tie had been broken 
it would not have been felt like this. 0, how it makes me weep! 
Thou art gone, and I am left to contend with the powers of dark¬ 
ness. lie, poor soul, felt the fiery darts of the Wicked One in 
his dying hours ; but the Lord blessed him ere he departed; for 
lie said just before he expired, ‘Bless the Lord, 0 my soul, and 
forget not all his benefits.’ And when asked if he wanted any¬ 
thing, he replied, ‘Let me die in peace.’ Sorrow and tears enter 
not there.” 

4 th. “ ‘ The heart knowetli his own bitterness.’ This is a pain¬ 
ful fact learnt by avery trying experience, and to-day is very dis¬ 
tressing. It causes me to cry out with Job, ‘ 0, that thou wouldst 
hide me in the grave ; that thou wouldst hide me till thy wrath 
he past. For I am consumed by thine anger, and by thy wrath 
am I troubled.’ Yet, 0 God, thou knowest it is my wish to do 
thy will, and to have no will of my own, and to walk humbly 
before thee all my days. 0, heavenly Father, bless this trial to 
my soul!” 

“ If ye must be sad and few, 

Bun on, my days, in haste; 

Moments of sin and months of woe, 

Ye cannot fly too fast.” 

It is clearly manifest that the power and perversity of the 
natural will was showing itself at different stages beyond what¬ 
ever had been known hitherto ; and however I was convinced of 
its unreasonableness it much prevailed. However much I prayed 
against it it still predominated, and neither Scripture nor argu¬ 
ment have ever changed its unsubdued character. The “ will of 
the flesh ” was, and is still, “ the will of the flesh.” 

Many years of fighting against it have only proved this to be 
too true, to my sorrow and distress; and here I “set to my seal 
that God is true “ A clean thing cannot be brought out of an 
unclean ” by human inventions ; nor can a gracious submission 
to the will of God come out of a carnal heart; which is full of 
spleen, enmity, and hate against every wise dealing of providence 
or grace that Goodness itself performs. Poor Jonah strikingly 
shows what a man is when left to himself; that he would rather 
go his own way to hell if God did not deal in such a way as to 
prevent it; for he would sooner do anything than God’s will if it 
did not suit him. Yet, said Jonah, “lam an Hebrew ; and I fear 
the God of Heaven, which made the sea and the dry land.” I 
have fled from the presence of the Lord because he sent me on 
a message to Nineveh to proclaim the overthrow of the city, but 
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I know lie is merciful ancl slow to anger, gracious and of great 
kindness. If I go as liis prophet, then if they should repent of 
their wickedness the evil will be turned away and I shall look 
like a false prophet, all my honour being thrown into the dust. 
(Jonah i. 9, 10 ; iv.) “ I’ll not go to Nineveh for him.” Well 
done, self-will! It is just like you in all the sons and daughters 
of Adam, and none ever exemplified it more than those with 
whom God has dealt; whether spiritual Israel or Israel after the 
flesh ; for example : The Lord gives Moses word to send men to 
search the land, with a show of giving them possession ; but they 
spoke of stoning those who would encourage them to go up or 
speak on God’s behalf; and go up they would not. But when the 
Lord showed them that free will, or a perverse one, had shut 
them out of the promised land, then the next morning they were 
more determined to go up and possess it, whether he would or 
not. (Numb. xiii.; xiv.) They were just like our modern will- 
worshippers, determined to get to heaven though their way of 
ascent is forbidden, and the passage to the heavenly inheritance 
is obstructed by the “ clierubims and a flaming sword “ They 
could not enter in because of unbelief:” “ For it is not of him 
that willeth, nor of him that runneth, but of God that slioweth 
mercy/’ (Bom. ix. 16.) 

5th. “What a sweet relief I find, when filled with anguish of 
mind and bitterness of spirit, in giving vent to my feelings in a 
flood of tears. Never do I remember feeling so much mental 
suffering as I did the whole of yesterday, through disappointment 
in not getting an answer to prayer such as I had hoped for, 
earnestly begged and surely believed, because I took God at his 
word: ‘Whatsoever ye shall ask of the Father in my name, he 
will give it you.’ The sequel has proved I was deluded by Satan 
and a deceitful heart to pray for it; for the enemy now turns 
round and says, ‘ There is no God at all! If there be, he deals 
very hardly with you, seeing how zealous you are to serve him.’ 
Rebellion, develism, hardness of heart, wrath and rage were all 
the fruits of blighted hopes, and of anticipating what he had deter¬ 
mined to withhold. Disappointment is a sore trial. The keenest 
I ever felt in my unregenerate state was the loss of my furlough ; 
but I bad no hard thoughts of God then, because I had no religion : 

“ ‘ Father, whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy Sovereign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace 
Let this petition rise: 

“ 1 Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free; 

The blessings of thy grace impart, 

And make me live to thee. 

“ 1 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine 
My life and death attend ; 

Thy presence through my journey shine, 

And crown my journey’s end.’ 

This is the desire of my now softened soul.” 
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I ‘21.1 1 . “ IIow sweet is the peace our Father gives sometimes 

n tier a storm. For lour or five days past how calm has been my 
mind ; and how easy 1 find it to believe that Jesus is touched 
with a feeling of our infirmities, I can now cry out with David, 

• llliiss the Lord 0 my soul! ’ ” 

22nd. “ I can see I must experience Scripture to rightly 
understand its meaning. The Apostle says, ‘For that which I 
do 1 allow not; for what I would, that do I not; but what 1 
hale that do I.’ (Bom. vii. 15.) Doubtless many a true child 
of God has been led painfully into this experience of truth. Alas 
for me, I have, and in a way I should not like to relate or com¬ 
mit to paper! I have fallen into heart sins, or secret sins, too 
black for a man who calls himself a Christian to hint at. I have 
been guilty of sins I abhor and detest, where the eyes of others 
could not see or penetrate, though I knew the all-seeing eye of 
God was upon me, and I was persuaded I should smart for it. 0, 
such is the strength of sm and the weakness of the flesh that I 
often wonder how it is that I have not more power to fight 
against it to keep me from sinning.” 

Holiness of heart and life were what I panted after, prayed 
for, and hoped would be given; so that no conflict would be 
necessary, and I should settle down in comfort and self-com¬ 
placency, ease and carnal security. But the continual “breaking 
up of the fountains of the great deep ” scattered this imagi¬ 
nary heaven to the winds and left my soul destitute. Truth 
was being burnt in by painful processes and in unlooked-for 
ways. Not one of all the authors I read knew the road. Except 
a few hints there was nothing for me ; nothing defined or worked 
out in an experimental way. And though I was deeply led into the 
experience of Paul, in Rom. vii., yet the Holy Ghost did not remove 
the thick veil of ignorance and false teaching from the understand¬ 
ing ; and for this reason the proper lessons were not yet learnt. 

25th. “ Yesterday was the Lord’s day, commonly called the 

‘ Day of rest,’ but it was no rest to me. The fiery darts of the 
Wicked One were hurled at me with malicious rage. I groaned, 
in the bitterness of my soul: ‘ 0, if I only had a place of retire¬ 
ment in which to pour out my troubles, griefs, and sorrows, what 
a mercy I should think it to be! ’ The Lord knows all about what 
lies on my burdened heart, pent up, burning as an hearth, and 
drinking up my spirits. What a painful path! Not a sermon 
have we heard for weeks. Sundays and week-days are pretty 
much the same. Some of the soldiers are engaged in cleaning 
their arms and accoutrements, because they cannot gamble, while 
others are drinking and swearing. In the darkness, I got out 
from camp and poured out my cries and tears to God, which 
brought some relief: 

“ ‘ Who that knows the worth of prayer 
But wishes to be often there.' 

I am fully persuaded now that a heart to pray must first be given: 
‘ I create the fruit of the lips,’ saitli God,” 
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Sept. 1st. “I really begin to be afraid of the great Adversary, 
for he allows me no rest of late. As soon as one contest is over 
another begins, and once or twice I was sorely wounded. So 
much temptation makes me hate my very existence ; my life is a 
burden. Satan says I shall surely fall some day by my besetments, 
and that to rise no more. This makes me cry out from the depths 
of my distressed soul, ‘ 0 Lord, deliver me from his hands.’ I 
am resolved to fight till my last gasp, and never to give in 
willingly ; and if I perish, to perish at the foot of the cross. But 
why do I doubt thy goodness, 0 Lord ? ‘ Have mercy upon me 

according to thy loving-kindness.’” 

The fearful struggles that were engaging my devil-driven soul 
with blasphemy, infidelity, obscenity, and horrible suggestions, 
have not been erased from my memory even after this lapse of 
time. Do what I might to curb or bear down availed but little 
or nothing. I would go without food, or turn my thoughts upon 
something quite foreign to the vexed subject, still, “Free-will” 
was determined to fight to the last gasp. It expired in the 
“Mystical Water.” 

4th. “ I was on guard last night. On reaching quarters again 
I went down to the grave-yard to see where so many of our men 
are laid until the morning of the resurrection. Dear William L’s 
grave brought the tears to my eyes. I remember that on that 
very spot where his mortal remains now lay we last shook hands, 
little thinking it was the final leave-taking, for we never saw each 
other afterwards. He is happy and glorious, no doubt, and we 
shall meet again: 

“ ‘ The dead in Christ are first to rise, 

At the last trumpet’s sounding ; 

To meet their Saviour in the skies, 

With joy their Lord surrounding. 

No gloomy fears their souls dismay, 

His presence sheds eternal day, 

On those prepared to meet him.’ ” 

14th. “Iam now led a little into the meaning of Job’s words: 
‘ For thou writest bitter things against me, and makest me to 
possess the iniquities of my youth.’ (xiii. 26.) I can truly say the 
iniquities of my youth are an awful scourge to me. All my abomin¬ 
able life, when running into all sorts of vice, filth, and pollution, 
is brought before my mind as something very desirable for the 
flesh; and I am taken in my thoughts, ere I am aware, with im¬ 
pure, sensual desires and carnal cravings. Bondage of spirit and 
the bitter things of a broken law generally succeed, together with 
a guilty conscience. All my past life stares me in the face ; the 
enemy and my own heart say, ‘ You will surely fall some day by 
these things.’ Then my fears prevail, and I am sore troubled. 
0 Lord my God ! Do help me in every time of need, and deliver 
me from Satan’s sly snares. O, thou lover of my soul, out of the 
depths to thee I call. Thou great Almighty Preserver of men, 
keep me in every hour of temptation, till thou shalt see good to 
• take me hence, and I be no more! ’ ” 
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To mi old established saint my diary may not appear very good, 
on account of the deficiency in regard to an acknowledged 
“Shibboleth;” or I might say, it is not stereotyped according to 
any proscribed form ; but if it should come under the notice of any 
exercised child of God, who is groping his way to the city, the 
family likeness may be discovered. The Lord may see good to 
use it to the help of such. If I had met with any sound Christians 
in those days what a relief it would have been to me, speaking 
after the manner of men ; for my path seemed to me very singular. 

18th. “ The longer I am on the Christian course the more 

earthly, ungrateful, and discontented I seem to grow. The question 
arises, ‘ Why is all this ? ’ The answer is obvious, ‘ I have left 
my first love.’ Ah! Lord! I am thy sinful dust. 0, dear Jesus, 
remember,me! See of ‘the travail of thy soul, and be satisfied.’ 
(), how I have sinned against thee, though the eyes of the world 
or my brethren were not on me. But thou, ‘ whose eyes are as 
a flame of fire,’ canst discern the most secret motions of my heart. 
Yet, knowing and being well persuaded of this, I have not resisted 
the tempter as I ought to have done. Thou merciful, sin-pardon¬ 
ing God, how shall I ever praise thee for bearing with such a way¬ 
ward creature as I know myself to be. What murmurings hast 
thou not seen within, because my prayers were not answered! 
Other blessings were despised because my own will was not gratified. 
What hardness of heart and darkness of mind have come on be¬ 
cause of the craving in me after worldly things, carnal comforts, 
and love of ease! How I have grieved thy Holy Spirit and made 
myself extremely wretched! But, bless thy Name, thou hast not 
utterly forsaken me, nor cut me down as a ‘cumberer of the 
ground.’ Do, gracious Lord, keep me from impure desires, a per¬ 
verse will, a deceitful heart, and the devices of the devil; for, 
‘ under the shadow of thy wings will I make my refuge, till these 
calamities be overpast.’ Enable me to live more consistently for 
the future, and to offer body and soul a ‘ living sacrifice; ’ that 
I may show forth a good example to all, and speak a word in 
season to my poor perishing comrades, for Jesus Christ’s sake, 
Amen.” 

To those who have been delivered from the work-mongering 
systems of this day and generation how odious must the last sen¬ 
tence of my last entry appear. But, on the other hand, one sees 
that sin was no small trouble to the writer. Sin in thought was 
no trivial thing, to be brushed away like flies and mosquitoes, but 
was a solemn reality, which made me feel as bad as though I had 
been bitten by a serpent. Had I committed sin openly at this 
time it would have been as hell to me at once. Conscience was 
tender to an extreme degree; the purity of the law, and the holy 
eyes of Omniscience flashing into the inmost recesses of my en¬ 
lightened soul, made me feel sin to be the abominable thing which 
the Holy One of Israel hated. (Jer. xliv. 4.) I begged and hoped, 
prayed and pleaded to be delivered from it; and rebelled and 
revolted because no deliverance came. “A spirit of judgment, 
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and a spirit of burning,” left no room for “ cant experience upon 
the lips” (as some of our contemporaries term it), but was as 
something preying upon the very vitals of physical strength; and 
was wearing away the outward man. The Lord knoweth I lie 
not. Yet some men may be like those who cry, “ Stop thief,” to 
elude the grasp of those who would stay or impede their course; 
robbing God of his honour. Some say that sin can do a believer 
no harm. To such I say, “ It has swept away my comforts in a 
moment if tampered with; and one sinful thought has brought 
the change as sensibly as if I were taken from a warm room and 
plunged into a cold bath in mid-winter.” 

21st. “ Our Lord says, ‘ Out of the heart proceed evil thoughts, 

murders, adulteries, fornications, thefts, false witness, and blas¬ 
phemies.’ 0, what a solemn truth I know this to be; and I 
would ask, who that knows anything of himself can deny, gain¬ 
say, or resist the declaration ? The Lord knows I have expe¬ 
rienced more of this truth within the last three months than 
during all the previous months. What evil thoughts has the all¬ 
piercing eye of God seen within me; right-eye sins, awful blas¬ 
phemies, and every abomination that could fill the heart of man! 
‘Am I not grieved with these sort of things? 0 Lord, thou 
knowest! Lord, enable me to fight more manfully under thj r 
banner, and, led by thy Spirit, to mortify the deeds of the body, 
and get more of thy image on my heart and life.’ ” 

The continual plague made me wretched to the last degree at 
times; while others, in a profession only, with the “Brethren” 
views of sin had no plague at all. As is the case with all nomi¬ 
nal professors, inward sins, heart sins,—soul-damning as they 
are, are taken no notice of. The reason is, it is their element; 
it has never been made a stink ; the “ sweet smell ” is retained. 
If, for a few months, that solemn truth spoken of in Isa. iii. 24, 
were experienced, it would wonderfully change the aspect of their 
religious apparel and changeable suits of fine linen. “ It shall 
come to pass, in that day, instead of sweet smell there shall be 
stink; instead of a girdle a rent; and instead of well-set hair, 
baldness ; and instead of a stomacher, a girding of sackcloth ; and 
burning instead of beauty.” The illustration that follows, though 
not a comely one, seems to be very appropriate here. When I 
was a young man, before entering the army, three of us were 
engaged to empty a pit closet. Being the youngest they com¬ 
pelled me to go into the hole, as they called it. Not being a 
chap to stick at trifles if there was plenty of beer to be had, I was 
easily prevailed upon. All that night I worked with as much 
indifference as if 1 were digging a well. The smell of it was un¬ 
noticed after a while; whereas, anyone approaching with a clean 
sense of smell would have been disgusted, and would have cleared 
off. So it is with those who live in sin. So habituated are they 
to it that its odiousness is unperceived and its hideousness un¬ 
seen till “ the blood has been purged.” (Isa. iv. 4.) Then the 
pit of corruption is discovered ; as the psalmist says of his feelings, 
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*' My wounds stink and are corrupt, because of my foolishness. 
Tlicro is no soundness in my fiesli because of thine anger.” (xxxviii.) 
Ilis eyes had been opened. “Ah! David was under the law,” 
says the “ Brother; ” “we are not.” 

Oct. 6th. “ Our blessed Lord has said, ‘ Whosoever shall 
confess me before men,’ &c. I have always looked upon this 
passage in a practical light. On Sunday last the enemy laid a 
trap for me; but, by the help of my God I escaped like a bird 
from the snare of the fowler. A subscription was got up for the 
purpose of raising a monument to the memory of those who had 
died at Lucknow. Jones, the pay-sergeant, sent a corporal round 
to ask the men what they would give. It was a'grief to me to 
see the Lord’s day profaned, when any other day would do for 
that object. Yet one of our friends subscribed, at which I felt 
hurt; because there was no time to caution him to discourage 
that sort of thing on a Sunday, as we were sitting at the break¬ 
fast table. When asked what I would give, I coolly replied, 

4 Nothing, to-day.’ This he understood was a reproof, and told 
the pay-sergeant what I said, which irritated him; for he was an 
ungodly man and no friend to religion. This I knew would bring 
persecution upon me ; but I dreaded the frown of God too much 
to do wrong through carnal fear. He could not brook, without 
resentment, the thought that a private should oppose him when 
all the rest concurred. He told a sergeant who attended our 
meetings what I had done in opposition, and asked his opinion ; 
to which he replied, ‘ Every man has a conscience to be guided 
by,’ therefore he could say nothing in the matter. 

“ .Tones thought he would now be a match for me, for he knew 
I had been wanting some articles out of the stores for some time. 
I had not been able to have them as they had not arrived. But 
they were now on hand and would be issued the next day. So 
he thought, now was the time to give me a cut before all at 
dinner table ; for he knew how badly off I was for the want of 
some things. So, with book and pencil in hand, he placed him¬ 
self near me, saying, 1 If any man wants anything out of stores 
tomorrow morning let me know what he wants.’ I was as though 
I heard him not, while the others set him to work. He repeated 
this notiee somewhat louder before he left; thinking, perhaps, he 
was not heard, but there was no response from me. He thought 
that though I refused to subscribe, yet that, as this was for 
myself, I should disregard its being Sunday. Being disappointed, 
he was determined to beat me if he could, by going to the stores 
as soon as parade was dismissed the next morning. Anticipa¬ 
ting his movements, and being anxious to be one with him, I 
hastened to his room to find he was then going for the articles. 
Being prepared for a volley of abuse, I said, ‘ Put me down for 
four yards of flannel, a box of blacking, &c.’ ‘ Why did you not 

put your name down for your things yesterday ? ’ But as he 
knew, I let him have the grumbling and swearing to himself, 
and left him. Returning a few minutes after I told him to put 
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me down a rupee to the subscription. He wanted to know why 
I did not put my name down yesterday. I said, ‘ God com¬ 
mands us to keep the Sabbath day holy, and set it apart as a 
day of rest.’ He snappishly said, ‘ God don’t command any 
such thing.’ I referred him to the fourth commandment. He 
then said, ‘ I had my returns to make up.’ I replied, ‘ In a case 
of necessity I don’t mind going aside ; for no sin lies at my door, 
and my conscience is clear.’ He muttered something which was 
not distinct, and I closed the conversation by saying, 1 1 am a 
man who fears God and must not fear man.’ In the afternoon 
my company was called out for drill; as I was not able to hear 
the word of command he marked me for extra drills, by way of 
paying off the grudge he had against me. Some degree of 
patience was given me, knowing the Lord was able to plead my 
cause. My affliction is a great trial to me ; for I cannot move 
in the ranks with that promptitude and smartness as formerly. 
The devil takes advantage of it by showing me what a poor 
contemptible thing I am, and how despised for my awkwardness ; 
and shame covers my face on that account. But this affair gave 
me less concern as 1 was enabled to leave it with him who took 
cognizance of it. As soon as the sergeant-major saw it he took 
my name off the drill book.” 

My views respecting the Lord’s day were not all erroneous ; 
and the spirit of my opposition was most evidently right, for 
God’s honour was my aim. And even now there is a view of 
the subject which must not be passed over by me, and it is this : 
Secular affairs should be laid aside on that particular day which 
he claims as his; and, as much as possible, every thought 
brought into captivity to the obedience of Christ. (2 Cor. x. 5.) 
If the object be to serve the Lord and not ourselves, it is not wrong 
to pay a fare for a ride or any other mode of convenience, or for 
whatever may be done, if the honour and glory of God is really at 
the bottom of it. Therefore, if we are serving Christ it is accept¬ 
able, whether we regard the day or not, and is approved of by con¬ 
scientious men. (Bom. xiv. 5, 6, 18.) 

18th. ‘‘‘How mysterious are thy ways, gracious Father, in 
letting me walk in so much darkness and dejection.’ 0, that I 
could be free from those hard thoughts of God, and the unbelief 
about his great goodness. But I am ‘ envious at the prosperity 
of the wicked,’ murmuring at my hard lot, and asking why did 
not the Lord put me in different circumstances to what I am now 
in; forgetting that ‘ it is through much tribulation we must enter 
the kingdom of God.’ I sometimes wish from my very heart I 
had turned to serve the Lord at an earlier date. Had I feared 
God a few years before I should not then have enlisted into the 
army. Satan says, ‘That is God’s fault,* for not making you 
forsake your sins in early youth.’ Thus the devil is determined 

* At that time I had no knowledge of such portions as these : “ There is 
no searching of his understanding.” (Isa. xl. 28.) “ His understanding is 
infinite.” (Ps. cxlvii. 5.) 
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to charge my God with folly. For days together I have been in 
this wretched condition.” 

What a veil of thick darkness was over my mind and under¬ 
standing at some seasons. At one time I was blaming myself for 
my supposed hard lot; at another, questioning every experience 
of his goodness, and every text that declared it. Sometimes half 
believing it was “through much tribulation we must enter the 
kingdom yet, as much as in me lay, I was determined to over¬ 
throw it, give it the lie, and get out of it by a smooth road, so far 
as any carnal contrivance could assist. God may well ask, “ How 
long will this people provoke me ? and how long will it be ere they 
believe me, for all tliesignsl have showed them?” (Numb. xiv. 11.) 
I must confess that, through a long series of years, I have made 
the path more tribulative by my unbelief, as Israel of old did, not 
believing God’s testimony. From this pregnant source arises a 
great deal more misery than his children are aware of. If the 
saints were more contented with their lot they would escape many 
ills, together with many snares spread for their feet by a wily devil 
and an alluring world. The Lord would have wrought the deli¬ 
verances for his people in the wilderness without their impatience,, 
murmuring, and rebellion, if they had waited for him. But here 
it was—He worked out his purpose ; yet their sin was not the less 
displeasing, nor the less inexcusable. So it is with his people 
now. He works his sovereign will. But will any tried saint, who 
has been a close observer of his dealings, say that his cross has 
not been made heavier by his trying to shirk it, or more ponder¬ 
ous by his attempts to lighten the load? It is but rarely that I 
have been, by grace, entirely submissive, resigned, and willing to. 
bear whatever he has seen good to lay upon me ; but when I have 
all things have appeared to be in their right place. In those days 
of temptation, legality, self-willed prayers, and supposed merit, 
lurking beneath in all confessions and half-hearted desires, the 
cross was despised, hated, and evaded as much as possible. There 
was no hearty acquiescence in it, much less praying for its con¬ 
tinuance ; the which is as needful to the blessing of our souls as 
it is for the Lord to reveal his smiling face. To be persuaded of 
this requires more than one or two trials, or a score; yea, it 
requires special revelations to us of his past and present dealings 
in providence and grace, and a ray of divine light oast upon them, 
to enable us to see his goodness, his mercy, and his love. Till 
this display of his wisdom is made manifest our afflictions profi t, 
little, and fewer peaceable fruits of righteousness are yielded. I 
am convinced of the truth of this. 

14tli. “ The Lord blessed me last night by showing me his 
benign countenance. 0, the sweetness of that to my soul I 
cannot express ! But this morning I was greatly tried by a boot¬ 
maker who measured me for a pair of boots, which I am badly 
in want of, about twelve days ago. When I was at the prayer¬ 
meeting he. brought them home ; and beoause I was not there lie- 
sold them to another man. This vexed me, as he had promised! 
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me day after day, and now it was farther oft’ then ever. Con¬ 
sidering it was the Lord’s purpose I restrained my temper; for 
angry thoughts were rising. If I had given vent to my feelings 
it would have been proved that I lacked ‘ a meek and quiet spirit,’ 
which ‘ in the sight of God, is of great price.’ From the boot¬ 
maker I went to the tailor, for flannels, which have been promised 
for days. I am afraid of being snappish, as others want their 
•clothing made as well as myself, and to appear selfish looks bad. 
He brought them home in the evening, and I find one is altogether 
different from the other. This was annoying, till it occurred to 
my mind, ‘ The Lord permits these things to take place according 
to his wisdom ; ’ then quietness succeeded immediately.” 

20tli. “ Again I am scared by terrible night visions. Some¬ 
times, that my throat is cut from ear to ear; and if I went 
through the ordeal it could not be more terrifying. Anon, I see 
a gallows with my form dangling upon it; and other cruelties are 
perpetrated upon me by the most ferocious men that ever the 
world has seen. But if this were all it could be borne. I appear 
to be a willing agent in the most revolting scenes that human 
nature could be capable of, and which were unparalleled even in 
my wicked life. 0, the disregarded prayers for the suspension of 
these horrifying representations! These terrifying dreams ! ” 

26th. “ The Christian soldier has but little cessation from 

war. As soon as one conflict is over another begins. I am often 
■overcome, but now and then get a victory; insomuch that sin has 
no dominion over me by outward act, though I am conscious of 
many secret slips, which do not escape the great Searcher of 
hearts. This makes me cry out, ‘ Forgive, 0 Lord, all my base 
ingratitude, thou indulgent long-suffering God.’ I know I am 
a worthless creature, but cannot feel it as I wish; for, in spite of 
all these evils felt and seen, there is pride, self-conceit, and a 
being pufted-up which cannot be got rid of. The consequence is, 
that ere long I feel the Father’s rod, a sore chastening, till my 
breath stinks and I am loathsome to myself. When recovered, 
and flesh gets a little ease, lightness and levity seize hold of me 
and I am carried away with humourous remarks, dry sayings, 
and empty words. Conscience now smites, and then I am ill at 
ease when others are a little amused. It grieves me to think I 
have not more control over that little member which is so unruly. 
This great besetment has always followed me on my Christian 
course. If not this, it is the unclean ‘ old man,’ until I feel to 
be the unliappiest wretch that walks the earth. Then I fall to 
weeping at my sorrowful condition ; begging of God to take pity 
on me, and consider my misery. Half my time I wish I were 
dead, or that I had never been born. It sometimes seems as 
though the end of it all will be that I shall rush headlong into all 
ungodliness, throw all profession to the winds, and brave God 
to clo his worst. Then presently this desire steals out of my heart 
and lips with some softness, ‘ 0, that he would put me in the 
silent grave, “where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
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wonly are at rest.” ’ This shows how much the cross is disliked. 
Then I pray to be willing to bear for him who has borne so much 
for me. How desirable it is to profit by these experiences as it is 
intended I should. ‘Be pleased, 0 Lord, to show my brethren 
that, though I point out their errors in practice, I really love their 
persons, and admonish them for their good. Convince them that 
it is their well-being I seek, whatever they may think of me; that 
religion must have the first place in their hearts or it will not 
please the Lord.’ It is grievous to me to see so much deadness 
and worldly-mindedness.” 

Religion then, as now, was always considered of the first im¬ 
portance ; and to reach the standard laid down in the Word left 
no room in the heart for the world, beyond a necessity. The 
world in one hand and Christ or religion in the other is not the 
adorning walk of a saint. There were some who met with us who 
lived very inconsistent lives, and this brought a reproach upon 
the more sincere. If anything came under my notice I reproved 
them with the Word, which reproof brought much contempt, ill- 
will, hatred, and speaking evil of me. This has continued until 
the present day, more or less. Not for any evil at my hands do 
they reproach me, but for a supposed harshness, being too pre¬ 
cise, a troubler and a divider, as they term it, of the Lord’s chil¬ 
dren. Whereas, it is not the Lord’s people who take offence at 
me, who would speak for right things if the fear of God be in exer¬ 
cise, but crafty, designing men who have their own turn to serve. 
One man whom I reproved caused a great uproar among us and 
then went back to the world which he had not really left. Even 
those who have differed from me in other things in after years 
would have reprobated the conduct of this man whom I reproved; 
and others would now censure those that cast out my name as evil 
if they did but know them. Therefore, the verdict is on my side; 
but “the witness of God is greater.” 

Nov. 3rd. “ What a grievous thing I witnessed the other night! 
An ungodly sergeant, who sleeps in the next bed to mine, came 
home intoxicated, and when he saw me kneel down at bed time 
he did the same. ‘ The prayer of the wicked is abomination to 
the Lord.’ I fancy they must think about the things of eternity 
when sober, for a few nights ago a drunken private wanted bro¬ 
ther Yass to kneel down with him and pray; and last night he was 
confined in the guard-room for being drunk.” 

18th. “ It is a remarkable thing that in times of peace, and 

when there is no particular evil taking place nor moving about, 
we have then some new attendants at our meetings, and old 
stragglers come in. But when on the line of march, or extra 
parade is the order of the day, we muster thin. The hypocrite and 
the formalist leave for a season; and whereas the wayward, the 
mimiekers, and the nominal professors only diminish our tran¬ 
quility, more peace and unity are enjoyed among the few earnest 
seekers. It is no grief to us to see them leave, as it is certain 
they will return when the season is more congenial. When my 
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profession began about seven others were wrought upon and com¬ 
menced. In less than four months five of them gave it up. Three 
of the five returned some time after, and one of them went back 
again, leaving three firm besides myself. One of those had a slip 
but has been recovered. If the Lord had not kept me it is clear 
that I should have fallen many times ; but I am kept ‘ faint but 
pursuing.’ Bless his holy Name, in every temptation he has made 
a way for my escape, and kept me from the love and friendship of 
* the world. Its enmity has not injured a hair of my head, nor its 
malice and rage altered my course. Moreover, I have this 
assurance, that I am counted pure and undefiled before the throne ; 
and at some distant period I shall * shout victory, through the 
blood of the Lamb.’” 

If the Christian profession were tried in the religious world as 
it is tried in a barrack-room, its rottenness would soon be made 
manifest ; its flimsy covering would be seen through if exposed 
to the severe winds of camp life and close quarters; thousands 
and tens of thousands would soon be divested and left without a 
rag to cover themselves. If a little of the salt of genuine religion, 
or real vital godliness, were existing along with the ill-savour of 
a fleshly form of godliness the latter would be more offensive than 
it is now, particularly if the case were parallel with ours during 
the years 1854 to 1858 in India. 

29th. “ Solomon tells us ‘not to reprove a scorner, as a scorner 

loveth not one that reprovetli him.’” This truth was evidenced 
by the contention between one of our friends and another on the 
parade ground ; the latter giving indirect thrusts at religion. Our 
friend reproved his bad language, which caused him to swear and 
curse in order to make our friend desist. The usual object of 
wicked men in using profane language, if beaten in argument, is 
to end the matter in the shortest and easiest way. As the friend 
to religion still contended to no purpose it was useless to continue. 
This I endeavoured to point out, and to show how unwisely he 
acted thus to increase the man’s emnity and rage. The enemy 
misrepresented my motive and he became very angry and cen¬ 
sorious at what I said ; levelling many invectives at me. We have 
to bear with friends as well as foes. The friends who looked at 
both sides saw me in the right in remonstrating with him. 

Dec. 1st. “ As I trod my lonely post last night what a retrospect 
I had ! Six years ago I was a wild reckless youth in my native 
town, a companion of the worst of characters. To-night I am in 
a foreign land as a soldier, with but little likelihood of ever 
returning. No companion have I now but God and my thoughts; 
but what peace and quietness reign within, as well as without. 
Praise and prayer, are now my element, instead of the song of the 
profane. 0, what a mighty change! God is my Father and 
Friend, and I can truly say, I am a happy man. ‘ Bless the Lord, 
0 my soul, and forget not all his benefits ; who forgiveth all thine 
iniquities.’ I feel and know my gracious God has forgiven me 
and healed the diseases of my sin-sick soul; he has filled my 
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iiiiiiil.li with good things. Now, instead of the drunkard’s song, 
it is, 

“ My God, the Spring of all my joys, 

The life of my delights, 

The glory of my brightest days, 

And comfort of my nights.’ 

In six short years, how much thou hast brought me through ancB 
proHorved me from, though I am the least deserving of all thy 
creatures; yet how I have murmured at thy supposed hard deal¬ 
ings! When I enter heaven I shall have to exclaim, ‘Here 
comes the chief of sinners.’ 0 grace, everlasting grace! To. 
Mice, all praise is due ! ” 

tlrd. “ I had to reprove a man this morning at the breakfast 
table, for using profane words; though he much disliked it lie 
curbed his mouth. I wish there were no occasions to do so, for 
L hate to take upon me the part of a reprover. But if I remain 
silent, Satan says, ‘ You are ashamed to speak for your Master,’’ 
and I feel condemned. One good thing, it is seldom called for, 
us my voice is not pleasant on such matters; my presence is 
generally enough at any time as a check, if my eyes are cast upon 
them.” 

11th. “ My present frame of mind corresponds with the 

following passages : ‘Will the Lord cast off for ever ? Will he 
bo favourable no more ? Is his mercy clean gone for ever ? Doth 
his promise fail for evermore ? Hath God forgotten to be gracious ? 
Hath lie- in anger shut up his tender mercies ?’ (Ps. lxxvii. 7-9.) 
My wretched and miserable feelings make the inspired Word the 
utterance of my distracted mind. Never, in all my life, did I feel 
more unhappy than for two days past. The words I have quoted, 
though they do not take in all the unbelief I am the subject of, 
are very expressive of my reasoning conceptions. 

“ Satan drives me nearly to distraction with unclean suggestions, 
and my evil heart seems to catch at them with avidity. Most 
alarming blasphemies follow suit; which makes me sick of life 
and ready, with Job, to curse the day of my birth. I know well 
that God has appointed my lot, and the devil takes advantage of 
it to augment my distress by saying God deals hardly with me in 
laying upon me more than can be borne. ‘ Now, curse God and 
die,’ says he; ‘or else throw away your profession, go out into 
the world, have your fill of sin, and go to hell and have done with 
it.’ How hard I feel it to bear these shocking temptations. 0, 
horrible depths to be laid in! Satan might know I cannot do his 
behests ; yet he follows me up, resolved that I shall get no rest; 
for as soon as the filth of the flesh subsides, then the filth of the- 
spirit comes on. When that is brought to an end, then it is, 
‘ How do you know there is a Supreme Being but by the Scrip¬ 
tures ? And how do you know they are true, and that all religion 
is not a delusion and a lie ? ’ So hard-pressed am I with these 
workings that I half repent that it was ever taken up, and wish 
that at all events a few years more had gone by, so that I couldi 
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have lived on in rioting and revelling witli the rest, without the 
least compunction or remorse. The prosperity or happiness of 
those around me is the next thing the old counsellor directs my 
attention to :<■ ‘ See, they are happy and light-hearted, while you 
are gloomy and miserable.’ Then I envy these happy ones, be¬ 
cause they are not in trouble like me. They do as they please 
and say what they like, and by such practice say indirectly, ‘How 
doth God know, and is there knowledge in the Most High ? Be¬ 
hold, these are the ungodly who prosper in the world; ’ while a 
full cup of affliction is wrung out to me. I am ‘ plagued all the 
day, and chastened every morning.’ The psalmist learned in the 
sanctum about their end. Alas, for me ! I have no heart to go 
there ! My hope seems perished from the Lord and my way hid. 
No answer can I obtain to my prayers that I have been putting 
up for months, though with strong cries and tears. Now I give 
up in despair till my God shall lift up the light of his countenance 
upon me ; for of a truth my heart and my flesh have both failed. 
I reason about the love of God, and look for an evidence in my 
own experience, to see if the Scriptures that speak of it be true. 
The result is a failure. Then says the devil, ‘ If God be such 
how is it that you are so miserable that hell itself cannot be 
worse ? If he be Love, why does he permit you to be as much 
tormented as the damned in hell ? ’ I am distracted; I cannot 
pray or desire. Besides this, a persuasion arises in my mind, 
that God will not alter his ways to please me.” 

0, Bretlirenism! Bretlirenism!! A few drenchings in these 
deep waters, a few overflowings of these floods, would wash the 
warmest votary from such a refuge of lies, and cool down the 
most ardent advocates of the “ only believe ” theory. I carried out 
their belief by looking for a proof, but found it brought nothing 
down according to the believing prayers that went up, because 
they were not indited by “ the Spirit who maketli intercession for 
the saints according to the will of God.” It is as much the 
wisdom and the work of the Holy Ghost to teach his people for 
what to pray as it is to help their infirmities. (Eom. viii. 26, 27.) 
But this is the profound secret that is hidden from these wise and 
prudent self-sufficient, self-opinionated, presumptuous boasters. 
For, “ The secret of the Lord is with them that fear him, and he 
shows them his covenant.” (Ps. xxv. 14.) Like the fool Solomon 
speaks of, who walks by the way, he proclaims his folly to all who 
are made wise unto salvation. Here the wisdom of ‘ ‘ Bretlirenism ’ ’ 
fails the poor simple one that believes every word, till “ deep calls 
unto deep at the noise of God’s waterspouts,” and he finds him¬ 
self in “ deep waters where there is no standingthen for him 
to believe himself to be standing on the Bock, is as possible as for 
the shipwrecked mariner to believe he is on dry land, when he 
•expects every moment to be engulfed by the angry waves that 
beat over him. “ All thy waves and thy billows are gone over 
me,” cried one of old. This sort of teaching cuts the ground from 
under the feet of the enlightened man, and causes him to see that 
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Itrctlirouism is not from lieaven but of men; that their boasted 
light is a gross darkness, which leaves them stumbling on the 
din k mountains of ignorance, delusion, and self-deception. They 
pride themselves on their supposed superior knowledge, and glory 
in their hastily-gotten inheritance, though it leaves them with 
shadows without substance under the frown and curse of God. 

*' An inheritance may be gotten hastily at the beginning ; but the 
end thereof shall not be blessed.” (Prov. xx. 21.) This stealing 
of heavenly things and glorying over others is one striking feature 
of all who hold those tenets. 1 well know this by the spirit I 
myself walked in and observed in others. There is no giving glory 
to God when under these specious and plausible dogmas. Honest 
citizens wish to hear the Lord, who “is our Judge, our Law¬ 
giver, and King; he will save us.” (Isa. xxxiii. 22.) And as the 
Son speaks from heaven to their consciences, they dare not 
contemn his word by listening to the twaddle of “ only believe 
and which, in reality, disbelieves all such striking portions as, 

“ Hear ye, and give ear; Be not proud, for the Lord hath spoken; 
Give glory to the Lord your God, before he cause darkness, and 
before your feet stumble upon the dark mountains, and, while ye 
look for light, he turn it into the shadow of death, and make it 
gross darkness.” (Jer. xiii. 15,16.) This darkness ends in eternal 
outer darkness; but there is a darkness which is common to all 
who know anything of the true Light. Jeremiah says, “ He hath 
led me, and brought me into darkness, and not into light.” 

“ Thou makest darkness, and it is night; wherein all the beasts 
of the forest do creep forth.” (Ps. civ. 20.) “ Who is among you 
that fearetli the Lord, that obeyetli the voice of his servant, that 
walketli in darkness and hath no light?” &c. (Isa. 1. 10.) The 
overflowing waters and floods of inward guilt and filth put out the 
glimmer of intellectual light; and the “ will o’ the wisp ” arising 
from the swamps of nature only leads the unwary into a bog, 
often up to the neck, which makes them cry out, “ I sink in deep 
mire, where there is no standing.” But what does the “Ply¬ 
mouth Brother,” “ Christian Brother,” or any other self-confi¬ 
dent, haughty, overbearing brother, know of this important teach¬ 
ing, this divine work which is essential to a right knowledge of 
what and wherein salvation consists ? • “ Do you complain of 
darkness of soul ? ’ ’ asks a young spark, who recently ran out 
with his rushlight, to lead the travellers of fifty years marching 
in God’s ways into the way of salvation. These latter had salva¬ 
tion brought into their hearts by the Spirit’s illumination, pro¬ 
bably before he was in long clothes. “ It is because of unbelief; ” 
says the link-boy : (Mr Sibtliorpe, with his tract, at the cele¬ 
bration of the “ Gospel Standard ” Jubilee.) Granted ; but that 
does not make or create faith, which is “ of the operation of God ” 
(Col. ii. 12), and which requires the same power to make it 
effectual as was necessary to raise Christ from the dead. (Eph. 
i. 19.) The Spirit’s work is to convince of unbelief; and to 
show the difference between the faith which stands in the wisdom 
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of men, and that which stands in the power of God. (Jno. xvi. 
8-13 ; 1 Cor. ii. 5.) “ He that commanded the light to shine out 
of darkness,” shines into the heart of his people, “ to give the 
lir/ht of the knoirledye of the glory of God in the face of Jesus 
Christ.” What has the light of a natural understanding to do 
with the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of 
Jesus Christ ? Will our enlightened brother with his newly- 
kindled torch inform us ? But it is a waste of words to contend 
with all such as have never had their mountains laid waste, and 
their herbs dried up. Until the “ new, sharp threshing instru¬ 
ment, having teeth,” has “threshed these mountains and beat 
them small, and made the hills as chaff;” and he has come 
whose fan is in his hand, to purge his floor, and the wind has 
carried away the chaffy conceptions and the whirlwind has 
scattered their empty notions it is a loss of time to converse with 
them. For, “you don’t believe,” say they. To which we answer 
by a question, “ Whoever believed it was broad daylight when 
they were enveloped in midnight darkness ; which, as the chil¬ 
dren of light well know, are near akin ? ” And one “ Thus saith 
the Lord,” confirms the fact: “I form the light, and create 
darkness ; I make peace, and create evil; I the Lord do all these 
things. Drop down, ye heavens from above, and let the skies 
pour down righteousness ; let the earth open, and let them bring 
forth salvation, and let righteousness spring up together ; I, the 
Lord have created it.” (Isa. xlv. 7, 8.) I wanted salvation 
brought into the heart by divine power, not in the head, or the 
mere letter of the Bible. The fearful struggles of the flesh, the 
power of the devil, the unbelief of the heart, together with ignor¬ 
ance and false teaching, made me sigh and groan by the hour, in 
a foreign land, till, by reading “Winter afore Harvest,” written 
by the immortal Philpot, I was clearly delivered in Chatham 
barracks, in 1860. I called down ten thousand blessings upon 
the head of that dear man of God, who was second to none in 
opening up and dissecting the human heart. The impassable 
gulf between free-will and free-grace seemed much wider than 
the distance between the plains of India and Chatham barracks. 
It is true that a few rags of “ Bretlirenism ” cleaved to me for 
some years after, till fire after fire had consumed the fabrication, 
and I hated the very name of “ the garment spotted by the 
flesh.” But to return to school. 

16th. “ The ordinance of believers’ baptism by immersion is 
an ordinance of Divine institution, which the ‘ Witness in the 
East ’ contends for. John Leghorn, as well as myself, sees it to 
be of importance in following the Lord fully. We inteud to 
baptize each other, and break bread as soon as opportunity allows.” 
Here was another step in a disorderly direction, which, by God’s 
providence, the breaking out of the “Indian Mutiny” prevented 
so far as the writer was concerned. 

26tli. “ ‘Woe unto him that giveth his neighbour drink.’ If 
the woe falls upon any class more than another our officers are 



A SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


178 


vovily guilty in this respect; and yesterday (Christinas day) 
furnished an instance of it. I was informed that the men were 
allowed all they liked to drink, so many were soon speechlessly 
drunk. Oil the 20th I was ordered to hospital by the colonel, who 
said I ought to have been sent home last year, so I did not witness 
any of the rioting or revelling, but had to go without a dinner 
altogether. Instead of a feast I had a fast. But the thought of 
being invalided home made it a matter of much less consequence; 
for it was what I had long prayed for. ‘Now,’ says the Father of 
lies, ‘you will get your desires fulfilled; for many peculiar events 
have brought you under the colonel’s notice; by his order you 
will be sent home, and it will end in your discharge.’ My foolish 
heart caught at it and I considered it a moral certainty. When 
the doctor asked me if I could do my duty, I replied, ‘ Not so well 
as one with good hearing, as I am often in the way, not hearing 
the word of command with any distinctness, and so I am forced 
to go where they push me.’ One would have thought this reply 
was enough to enable him to decide whether to send me out of 
hospital or to my duty; but he neither sent me out, did anything 
to my ears, nor put me down to be admitted. For four consecutive 
mornings the issue was not made known and my patience was 
sadly tried. The hospital sergeant told me the doctor was going 
to send me to a light duty until the next batch of invalids went 
away. But on Christmas day he admitted me into hospital, contrary 
to the expectations of the apothecary, the sergeant, or myself. The 
pains in my back, which 1 had been suffering for months, were 
most torturing at different seasons; but I felt some consolation in 
the thought that home at the end of it would make up for all. 
They could not relieve this pain, but I thought it would be bear¬ 
able if I had nothing to do. It would be of the Lord’s mercy 
towards me if I could get over the long inarch of nearly three 
months, I thought. I could well bear the small trial of getting 
no dinner or anything to eat; it was nothing compared to the 
relief it would be to get rid of the red jacket. 

“ So, as I lay that night contemplating the goodness of God in 
placing me there in quietude, and providing a remedy for saving 
me from blistered feet on the march, he appeared a kind God 
indeed to me. Besides, the torturing pains in the back would be 
escaped. The next morning the under doctor, to whose skill the 
head one had committed me, ordered blisters on the back of the 
ears ; but before they could be applied the head doctor took away 
my ticket and sent me back to my duty. But I only know that 
no light employment was allotted me until the evening, when all 
my recent disappointments combined with the present rushed to 
my mind, carrying me as before a tempest; and I was as wretched 
as it was possible to be out of perdition. To say I was like a 
vessel at sea, driven by a raging storm, is not a bad comparison. 
‘ Ah! ’ says Satan, ‘ you are like a melancholy fool, moping 
about with your religion, while others are happy enough. The 
Bible is a lie. Can you see any truth in it ? Go and have a good 
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drink, you will be all right then.’ Whatever kept me from it I 
know not, but I believe it was a dread of God’s wrath. Sure I am 
that it was not love that deterred me. My desperate, devil- 
beleaguered soul had the rage of hell in it, and my mouth 
muttered perverseness. For, looking up to the heavens in dis¬ 
content, peevishness, and rebellion, I said, ‘ Thou dealest hardly 
with me ; ’ and I thought it well to be angry.” 

This last register would have been left out, like many others, 
but for the remarks which I subjoin : 

Nothing has ever caused me more trouble than foregone con¬ 
clusions, drawn from outward movements in God’s providence, 
thinking I perceived the end before the middle was reached ; hav¬ 
ing a groove in my own mind for Infinite Wisdom to move in, or, 
at all events, thinking the one he now had made for himself was 
to be his rule of procedure, according to past observations and 
my sanguine expectations. 0, what poor deluded fools are the 
simple-hearted children of God. What they ardently wish they 
soon believe, if left to their own judgment and the old beguiler, 
till they get to the same place where one was, who is spoken of 
in honourable terms in Holy Writ as a “patient” man: “If I 
had called, and he had answered me; yet would I not believe that he 
had hearkened to my voice. For he breaketli me with a tempest, 
and multiplieth my wounds without cause. He will not suffer me 
to take my breath, but filletli me with bitterness.” (Job. ix. 16-18.) 
“ Ye have heard of the patience of Job, arid seen the end of the 
Lord. Behold, the Lord is very pitiful and of tender mercy.” 
(Jas. v. 11.) It is our mercy that the Lord shuts his eyes, if I 
may so speak, to what we painfully feel. The Father, speaking 
of the Son, asks, “ Who is blind as he that is perfect, and blind 
as the Lord’s servant ? Seeing many things, but thou observest 
not; opening the ears, but he lieareth not. The Lord is well 
pleased for his righteousness’ sake; he will magnify the law, and 
make it honourable. But this is a people robbed and spoiled.” 
(Isa. xlii. 19-22.) Nothing is so likely to rob and spoil God’s 
people of their comforts as getting ensnared in some hole of a 
supposed good, which may appear to all human calculations 
almost near enough to be secured ; then a blast from some unex¬ 
pected quarter scatters their hopes to the four winds, and they 
sink down into despondency, sullenly refusing to be comforted. 
0, the bitter draughts the poor tried saints of God have to drink! 
This is only a specimen of many other such trying times I expe¬ 
rienced during twenty-six or twenty-sev&ri years; so much so, 
that it has appeared to me at some seasons that all the dealings 
of God were to mock me, rather than to enlighten my mind to 
see his goodness ; and though to love, honour, and obey him was 
my real sincere soul’s desire, yet the dispensations of his cross¬ 
providences have made me hate and detest his Name, his Word, 
and his dealings from my very heart. I was delivered over to 
Satan in such a way that I forbear to mention here, as it would 
be premature. In a word; the more I tried to serve him with all 
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humility of mind, submission, patience, and heavenly-mindedness, 
the more his hand appeared to go out against me; either imme- 
diately from himself, or indirectly through his enemies. I have 
been afraid to speak or write this in the past, fearing, like Asaph, 
of “ offending against the generation of his children.” But as I 
have been made painfully aware of these startling facts, and God 
revealed to me what was known to him before, who can tell but 
it may be a looking-glass for some others? “As in water face 
answereth to face, so the heart of man to man.” (Prov. xxvii. 19.) 
No doubt the saints are at times delivered unto Satan for the 
destruction of the flesh; as the incestuous Corinthian was, that 
the spirit may be saved. (1 Cor. v. 4, 5.) 

I never remember to have openly made known the true state 
of my feelings but once, which was the evening of the trial last 
referred to, when Sergeant Buckell, young in the ways of God 
and in his first love, came to see me. Seeing the gloom of my 
countenance, he asked the reason. To his astonishment the reply 
was, that I had no belief in a God, or the existence of such a 
Being, or that the Bible was true. This was staggering to him 
and he exclaimed: “ Well! Tom ! What I have heard out of 
that mouth sometimes makes me astonished at what I hear now! ” 
He reproved and remonstrated with scorn and surprise that I 
should so give place to the devil; then he reasoned on the ab¬ 
surdity of doubting the veracity of the Scriptures. The force of 
his arguments was seen, but did not melt the heart or soften the 
spirit; for the legal whip was the only one he could use, never 
having been in those awful depths of despair and devilism which 
accompany soul desertion. This he could not understand, but lie 
was initiated a few months or years after. 

He was miraculously preserved at the storming of Delhi by his 
watch in his breast pocket, which was battered by a bullet that 
knocked him reeling at the time, though he knew not the cause 
until some time afterwards. “Many believe the Bible because 
they have never been tempted to disbelieve,” says Mr. Pliilpot, 
A natural belief in the historical parts of the Word, the law of 
commandments, the precepts of the gospel, or the reception of 
the gospel itself in the natural understanding, Satan does not 
mind, for, “ his goods are held in peace.” It is a genuine faith 
that lie assails. The clearer the manifestations of the Christ of 
God to the soul, the keener are the trials to be endured, as a rule ; 
if we have a right conception of, “Blessed is he whosoever shall 
not be offended in me.” (Matt. xi. 6.) Why the question, “Art 
thou he that should come, or look we for another ? ” When 
from God’s own mouth the sign was told him and witnessed; and 
a voice from the Father proclaimed his beloved Son. (Matt. iii. 
16,17; 1 Pet. i. 17, 18.) The trial brought to light the unbe¬ 
lief. Carnal reason would speak thus: “ Why not bring me out of' 
prison?” Hence the reproof (Matt. xi. 6.1 

To my admiring eyes God has appeared supremely good when 
apparently working on my behalf and according as I would like 
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•which sprang from a love of self—the foundation of all such love 
to him—more than from any intrinsic love to his divine ex¬ 
cellencies,—say those perfections, his love, wisdom, and knowledge 
in working for his own glory. Yet He was the same, and wrought 
for his own Name’s sake, though I have been so much displeased 
when crossed. 

I am at a point here; all the love in natural men and women 
in the professing Church never rose higher than its own source. 
They may think they love God in Christ because he favours them 
with temporal blessings; and that he will receive them into their 
imaginary heaven when they can stay no longer in the one which 
they contrive to make for themselves here. But let any get their 
idols torn away, their carnal minds stirred up by strong tempta¬ 
tions, the perverse will crossed at almost every turn, a frame 
shattered by long and pining sickness, and all their supposed 
wisdom turned to folly, while they appear in their own eyes the 
biggest fools in existence, &c., they will then soon discover wham 
their love is fixed upon, whether on self or the Lord. Stern 
tuition like this will remove out -of the mind, in due time, the 
innumerable cavils respecting the depths of the fall; as it has done 
with the writer; and will cause souls in very deed to set to their 
seal that God is true, by receiving the divine testimony about the 
total depravity of the human heart and earthly affections: • ‘ Where¬ 
fore, as by one man sin entered into the world, and death by sin, 
and so death passed upon all men ; ” yea, death in all its reality, in 
all its bearings and consequences, without one redeeming feature. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Sealkote, March 20tli, 1857. “ How hard I feel it to believe 

the inspired penman where he says, ‘ All the paths of the Lord 
are mercy and truth to such as keep his covenant and his testi¬ 
monies.’ It is but rarely that I can subscribe to such declara¬ 
tions ; and then only when, out of the furnace of affliction, the 
inequality of my enormous sins and the lightness of my punish¬ 
ment are compared. Even while I write, verse 16 describes my 
case: ‘ The troubles of my heart are enlarged; 0 bring thou me 
out of my distresses; Look upon mine affliction and my pain; and 
forgive all my sins.’ (Ps. xxv. 10-17.) 

“ On the 27th of December last we had orders to go to Alum 
Baugh’s camp; and on the 29tli to march to Sealkote. The 32nd 
Regiment was there to relieve us; andwe found a few friends who 
truly feared and were serving the Lord; a sweet time we had in 
meeting together for worship. On the first day’s march, which 
was sixteen miles, my feet blistered, as they always do at first, 
(great black blisters) and my back was exceedingly painful. 

“ On Thursday we marched into Cawnpore, when I was placed 
for guard, mounted parade. Being quite ill, I hardly knew how 
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I j,'ol, cleaned for tlie duty; but as I could hold out no longer than 
the evening I had to go on the sick list. The next morning I 
was so ill I could hardly turn in the bed; and to help forward 
my calamity, the doctor spoke in a very surly manner. He asked 
me what was the matter; but he did not admit me into the hos¬ 
pital for four or five days. As I got no better, however, he was 
compelled to do so, much against his will. In a few days some 
amendment was perceived, so he sent me to my duty, though I 
was quite unfit; and had to return to hospital a day or two after. 
When I asked him to give me a convalescence certificate until 
my back got well, or to admit me to the hospital again, as it got 
worse and worse, he replied in a sharp bitter tone that he would 
do neither, as I was only trying to scheme how I could shirk duty. 
0, how this cut me! This was a blow indeed! What! Does he 
think I would be guilty of such a practice, with deceit and lying, 
when the Searcher of hearts and Maker of my frame knew I was 
innocent! As I could not keep up with the column I had to fall 
out. 0, how I envied those who could whistle and sing along 
the road; feeling it more a pleasure than a pain; more a recrea¬ 
tion than a fatigue; while every step produced in me indescribable 
pain, though I was disbelieved by the doctor. Yet all this was 
known to God, who could relieve or cure, but did not; neither 
did he convince the doctor of his ignorance, nor make plain any 
symptoms for others to see. The ‘ why ? ’ the ‘ wherefore ? ’ the 
‘ how is this?’ and the carnal reasonings about a ‘ kind God,’ a 
‘Father pitying his children,’ and such like, were not so easily 
believed as some make out. 

“ The colour-sergeant, though an ungodly man, took com¬ 
passion on me and told me to go over the camels every morning, 
then I could get in at my own pace; this I gladly accepted. 
Though he disliked the reproof from me a few weeks back he 
knew my sickness was no sham; he believed me to be honest, 
and became ever after kindly disposed at times. But what tried 
me most of all was not being able to help strike and pitch the 
tent, as I could not stoop without excruciating pain. I was afraid 
lest my comrades should think I was only shuffling out of my 
part of the work, and my honour was at stake. This leaked out 
in time, for a little conceited fellow expressed himself that it was 
through laziness, not from inability. He stirred up the sergeant 
in command of the tent, as well as the men; and the non¬ 
commissioned officers attacked me on the subject, which was like 
rubbing salt into the wounds. But before the march was over, 
as my back began to amend, I let them see that I could do a great 
deal more without ostentation.” 

How vividly have all the various trials, together with my suffer¬ 
ings, come before my mind as I have re-written this account. I 
have written this more especially for the poor suffering private 
soldier, and to expose the tyranny of those unskilful shallow- 
pates who, though extremely deficient in medical skill and 
ignorant of disease, are often, or were in those days, sent out to 
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India. Many a lialf-caste apothecary had more real knowledge of 
a case than the ignoramus who treated me. Whether he was 
aware that I professed religion I don’t know, but his hatred of 
me was very conspicuous ; and his lack of real knowledge of my 
complaints was evident from subsequent events, as will be shown 
anon. One doctor sent a man to his duty in the 52nd .Regiment, 
while I was in it, accusing him of being a schemer. He was 
tried by court-martial and sentenced to imprisonment for, if I 
remember rightly, fifty-six days. The man died a few nights 
after in his cell, and had lain for hours, until he was stiffened. 
An old soldier remarked, “ Perhaps they will swear he is scheming 
now.” He, the doctor, never believed I was deaf; whereas, it 
remains to this day the same, and my back is bad at times, 
though nothing like it was in those days. 

23rd. “ This morning, seeing a small room unoccupied, I was 

led to enter and pour out my complaints to him who alone can 
help me ; taking encouragement from Ps. xxxiv. 19 : ‘ Many are 
the afflictions of the righteous ; but the Lord deliveretli him out 
of them all.’ ‘ But will he deliver me ? ’ was the question. 
Then turning to Ps. xxxviii. the first ten verses seemed applicable, 
as being literally and spiritually my case and condition. For 
nearly an hour I wept and prayed, believing that I was heard, 
even after I was so much disappointed at not going to the Murree 
hills for a year, for the benefit of my health and hearing. Out 
of much anguish of spirit I entreated the Lord to send me home 
to England the next year, that I might live more to his praise, 
honour, and glory. 

“ On the march up to Sealkote, we halted two days at Delhi. 
The doctor held an inspection of the regiment; seeing me look 
so ill he ordered my name to be put down to be sent to the hills 
for the ensuing summer. But as a board of doctors sat to ex¬ 
amine the patients before they were sent away, it would not be 
decided for days, which would be on our arrival at Umballali. 
When there, it was postponed for twenty-two days longer. The 
day we left Umballali, we had to cross a river (of course with our 
clothes on, and keeping them on afterwards) and the cold struck 
into my back, making me unable to move about except at a 
snail’s pace ; so I had to go to the hospital again. Now the 
devil attacked me with various suggestions, so that I dreaded 
that man as much as a criminal would his judge from whom he 
was to receive his sentence, knowing the aversion he had to my 
presence. Being admitted into the hospital I felt a degree of 
peace ; for the devil had nothing from without to work upon, 
except my impatience, which was about enough to keep me in 
perpetual anxiety, when not enjoying the light of God’s coun¬ 
tenance. What I so much desired was, to know the decision of 
the board, and that decision was not expected for several days. 
‘ And if you should get disappointed this time,’ says Satan, ‘ you 
will go raving mad.’ To enumerate all the temptations of that 
eleven weeks’ march would be only to repeat what is already 
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written. But why I was so tantalized in regard to the supposed 
good is a mystery to me. Yesterday morning I was out in the 
hospital yard when the doctors began to select the inefficient to 
go to the hills; for the paper with the names down had been 
lost, consequently my going was lost with it. I had no particu¬ 
lar object in going out or staying there as long as I did; but 
was told they had just gone out, and now all hopes were at an 
end. If I were healthy, I thought, it would not have troubled 
me where I was sent. It was no easy matter to compose myself, 
until the preordination of all things struck my mind, which 
caused this persuasion to start up : ‘ If I am to go there by the 
will of God, all earth or hell shall not prevent it. If I am not 
to go it is useless to hope for it.’ In this settlement I was at 
rest; but the question must be dangled before my eyes once 
more. In the afternoon it was found that four more were 
required to complete the number, as every regiment was supposed 
to send a fixed number. A long consultation was held about 
me, but at last it was decided I should go. Then, in an hour 
afterwards it was cancelled and I was not to go. It seemed to 
me as though I was made the sport of devils. Self-pity began to 
work, until I was enabled to leave the matter in God’s hand.” 

It never occurred to my mind then that it was as much the 
will of God only wise to let our hopes be raised by outward cir¬ 
cumstances to desire one thing, which desire he would disappoint 
to give us something better further on, or it would have pacified 
me. Yet so it was; for in less than twelve months from that 
date he answered the petitions previously quoted, and the en¬ 
couragement I then felt, by sending me to England. 

April 5th. “ ‘ Canst thou by searching find out God? Canst 
thou find out the Almighty unto perfection ? It is as high as 
heaven; what canst thou do ? Deeper than hell; what canst thou 
know? The measure thereof is longer than the earth, and broader 
than the sea.’ (Job xi. 7-9.) Of all the mysterious things of my 
pathway, the gloomy Sundays are the most puzzling. Only five 
or six enjoyable Lord’s days have I had for two years past, and 
to-day I am gloomy enough. I feel ready to sink under darkness 
of mind and miserable despondency. ‘ A wounded spirit who can 
bear ? ’ ‘ Ah ! indeed, who can ?’ is my reply. 

“ This morning I arose from my bed calm and serene, with a 
prayerful mind and a peaceful conscience. My eyes fell upon the 
following lines in a small book which lay on the table : ‘ Satan 
hath desired to have you that he may sift you as wheat.’ Little 
did I think that before the day was gone I should feel this truth 
verified in my own sad experience. I am sent out of the hospital, 
unfit for duty, yet have to do it. I was sorely tried because at 
church I could not get near the minister to hear the discourse, 
after all these months, as I was only just inside the church doors. 
The officers, who care for none of these things, are up close and 
have plenty of room to spare ; while the poor privates must stand 
outside. It makes me hate the army, when I think that no place 
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of worship can be attended except where there is a barren form 
and a written sermon, and even that I am unable to hear. 

“ After this, a few of the friends met together after the ‘ Ply¬ 
mouth Brethren ’ mode. To me their breaking of bread was a 
cold, dry affair, and altogether lifeless. A sullen mood, a peevish, 
fretful mind is a continual companion ; and when Christ is not 
reigning the devil is. Then what horrible thoughts rush into the 
mind! 0, the wickedness and rebellion of my desperate heart! 

All my striving to keep it down, and to subdue my corruptions, 
avail but little or nothing. Though I pray, fight, and argue 
against them, I get no holier; (like those who speak of a daily 
progress in sanctity) neither can I cease from sin one hour of my 
life. Yea, more ; every breath is tainted with it in some degree 
or other. To think how I am overmatched taxes my patience ; 
and the roaring of the old lion of the bottomless pit beggars all 
description; it drives me nearly out of my senses, so that half 
my time I don’t know what I am doing. Assuming that there be 
a hell, I feel that the damned are not more miserable, nor can 
their existence be worse than mine. Again the sins of my youth 
follow me hard, and are ‘ sealed up in a bag,’ as Job says. The 
seal I cannot break or I would, and let the contents fall into 
Tophet. In my ungodly state I was not guilty of Atheism, the 
sin which so strongly besets me now; being well convinced in my 
judgment that my actions were known to the ‘ Searcher of hearts ’ 
and ‘ Trier of the reins.’ This is a mystery indeed. If an angel 
from heaven had declared that there was so much wickedness in 
my heart I could not have believed it.” 

8th. ‘ ‘ ‘ For the Lord will not cast off for ever ; but though 
he cause grief, yet will he have compassion according to the multi¬ 
tude of his tender mercies. For he doth not afflict willingly, nor 
grieve the children of men.’ (Lam. iii. 81-83.) I have many 
times been convinced of this ; and when blessed with a lively 
faith could walk with the prophet, believing my heavenly Father 
was ‘too wise to err,’ and that ‘all things work together for good;’ 
but when everything appears so much against me, then Satan 
hurls all such portions of Scripture back upon me and represents 
the dealings of God as nothing but foolishness ; and. ‘ You could 
manage it better yourself,’ he says. Every fresh trial seems to 
lessen my faith instead of strengthen it. What a day of crosses, 
vexation, and perplexity this has been ! So much so that I have 
been ready at times to curse, swear, and break all bounds of 
religion and self-respect. I am like a leaf carried away before 
the wind, or a small vessel on a tempestuous sea, at the mercy 
of every wave. 

“ I was told this morning not to clean my arms, &c., as they 
would be exchanged before the day was out. Those given out 
will have to be used on parade to-morrow; and, however rusty 
when given to me, they must be clean and trim for the occasion ; 
no excuse will be taken. If such be the case I will read a chaper 
or two in my Bible until I get them. After waiting till patience 
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was exhausted we were informed that the arms were not to be 
exchanged that day; then I cleaned my musket and other 
accoutrements and was ready for the next morning’s parade. I 
had some business to attend to with some friends, which detained 
me for an hour and a half; when I returned I found a lot of 
rusty things, with oil on the buff, and extremely dirty, issued; 
while the clean ones were taken away. The day was far advanced, 
the dim light of oil would allow no chance of doing them properly, 
and parade was before sunrise. I was in a fix. ‘Now I will go 
and ask the Lord’s assistance, that I may be in proper trim in 
the morning.’ As I was going to our room to plead for this 
mercy, the legions of hell seemed to pursue me with such floods 
of wrath and enmity against the Disposer of all events as would 
shock those who are strangers to these fierce attacks, and would 
pollute the paper to write them. Persisting, as I did, in going 
to ask the Lord to help me, just as I was in the act of bowing my 
knees to speak with the Most Holy, such a mouthful of curses 
was just on the point of going out to curse him that I was 
astonished. Instead of supplicating, I began to demand, in a 
spirit of presumption and devilism, why he so dealt with me? I 
sprang to my feet horrified, rushed out of the room, and ran to 
the barracks confused, guilty, condemned, and self-abliorred at 
the fearful lengths to which I had been carried; for I believe I 
should have cursed God if I had not made my exit. When I got 
back, my ramrod had been taken by mistake, and it was a long 
time before it could be found. To have lost it altogether was to 
ensure a court-martial. Time was dwindling away and the rusty 
arms were not touched. When it was found, it was then dis¬ 
covered that the sergeant had served me with a wrong scabbard, 
and there was a further waste of time to find the right one. 
When that was put right it was tea-time, and everything had to 
be in its place before the officer came ; so it was impossible to do 
any cleaning. All hope of getting ready for the morning parade 
was taken away. But the Lord made all straight in a few minutes 
after; for a clean set of arms not required for parade was lent 
me, and my trouble was over. I then committed my trials to 
paper, believing their end was to show me ‘ God’s way is in the 
sea, his path in the great waters, and his footsteps are not known.’ 
0, it may be the Lord will show me in after years the meaning 
of these trying dispensations, which are such an enigma to me 
now.” 

13th. “ Another gloomy Sunday has gone, and again I am 
calm, happy, and contented. How mysterious are thy ways, 0 
Lord, to thy people; and they seem more than mysterious to me. 
When in church yesterday I became very discontented, very 
peevish and sullen, because I could not hear the minister. Satan 
makes a handle of my deafness, because the word of command is 
not heard in the ranks, the brethren are not heard in prayer, nor 
is my name heard at roll-call. Sourness continued all day, and 
at tea-time I could not ask a blessing on the meal. Pride, stub- 
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bornness, and hardness of heart so beset me that I was deter¬ 
mined to eat, whether or not. Conscience smote me for my un¬ 
grateful conduct, and I threw down my food, not being able to 
carry out my purpose. Then I laid me down for the night with¬ 
out prayer, in such a devil like spirit, and as careless apparently 
of what became of me as the most reckless in the barracks. ‘ Are 
you not sorry you ever turned to serve God, seeing how many 
evils you suffer, how many pleasures and gratifications you de¬ 
prive yourself of ? You are nothing bettered by it; for, inwardly, 
you are as bad as ever, if not outwardly. You would now go and 
get some drink at the canteen if it were not for the reproach of 
being seen there on a Sunday.’ I am like one in whose mouth 
there are no reproofs. I am sure it is not the love of God that 
keeps me from rushing into the grossest immoralities, or sins of 
the greatest magnitude. I was rather withheld by the terrors of 
hell and a dread of God’s wrath. Even these at times are dis¬ 
believed ; for I have thought, when sorely tempted, that I must 
fall should opportunity present itself. However, it may be the 
Lord would then cause me to flee, as I did about two years ago, 
or he would enable me to say as I said then, ‘ How shall I do 
this great wickedness, and sin against God ? ’ Great strength has 
been imparted to resist when there has been no obstacle in the 
way of committing the sin, and there has been greater inclination 
to comply when there was not a shadow of a chance of com¬ 
mitting it. * The things that my soul refused to touch are as my 
sorrowful meat.’ (Job vi. 7.) This has sent me crying to God 
again and again for deliverance, but no deliverance is obtained. 
So I thought it useless to pray any more, and I went to bed last 
night without bowing my knees. For ‘ when I cry and shout, he 
shutteth out my prayer.’ Now this morning my burden is gone, 
and neither trouble nor temptation molests me. How to account 
for it, I know not.” 

In these days of conflict, it was often a riddle to me how my 
burdens came on or went off. The difference was either pain¬ 
fully or blessedly known ; but it was seldom the case that either 
words or circumstances were seen as a cause of change. As in 
that last deliverance, I fell asleep guilty, sullen, morose, and as 
sour as a crab; then in the morning all bitterness was gone; not 
one thing was out of place, sweetness of temper ensued, and, as 
dear old John Warburton once said, “ He was very well when he 
was pleased,” so it was with me then. Will some Plymouth 
Brother inform me how the comforts were restored ? whether by 
the celestial wind “ quieting the earth,” and warming the spiritual 
garments; or whether the cause is to be attributed to the “ only 
believe ” theory ? 

What brought on my exercise and discontent was, wanting to 
hear a dead stick of a Church of England minister inform me 
' about the precious things of Christ, instead of looking for the 
Spirit’s work on the heart, which was effected during the night 
watches; which was no better than expecting “grapes from 
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thorns, or figs from thistles.” The “Brethren” ignore the 
Spirit's work. Being deeply imbued with their views, I was left 
wandering in such hidden mazes as,—praying for the second 
coming of Christ, irrespective of his will; looking for a Millen¬ 
nium of such a sort as each could frame in his imagination, 
by reasoning himself into a restricted belief of this or that 
Scripture, which may seem to speak on that wise; looking up to 
the heavens with ardent expectations of his brealdng through 
the clouds at any moment, and catching us up to meet him in 
the air; with other visionary ideas. I was nearly as far gone 
in delusion as some poor hoodwinked mortals were who expected 
to meet the Lord in America, on an island in the Hudson ltiver, 
New York, on Nov. 5tli, 1874, I think it was. They, accord¬ 
ing to their prophet’s directions, were dressed in white linen, 
coming down in boats to the island; while the scoffs of the 
incredulous saluted their ears, and the pictures drawn in the 
“ Graphic,” were a real feast for the scoffers and helped them to 
throw discredit on the whole of Divine testimony. 

18th. “ Last Saturday, the colour-sergeant put me into the 

guard-room for a frivolous thing, which could not be counted as 
a fault by any man of reason and good sense. It is customary 
to have ‘ roll call ’ in some companies ten minutes after the 
‘ rouse ’ is sounded, if there be no parade. Not hearing either 
‘ rouse ’ or ‘ roll call,’ I was ordered to be put into the guard- 
room. This was exceeding the rules of the service, as I was 
wearing a good conduct badge. This I pointed out to him, and 
also that he had no authority to send me there unless I was 
under the influence of drink. Besides this, I reminded him that 
he had sent me out no pay all the month ; a fault more heinous 
than my absence through loss of hearing. He was supposed to 
send it daily ; but for eighteen days none had been received, and 
both the colonel and the captain would reprimand him if they 
knew it. He said he didn’t care, he would not listen to what I 
had to say. Of course Satan set on me. Said he, ‘ It is a won¬ 
der the Lord permits such tyranny, seeing how zealous you are 
for his honour. You should retaliate, by reporting the man for 
withholding your daily pay.’ This was resolved upon ; when my 
conscience soon showed me this was a wrong spirit, whispering, 
‘rather give place unto wrath.’ The captain released me in a 
minute, as soon as he heard what the sergeant had to say. He 
said to me, ‘ I suppose you did not hear the “ fall in ” horn.’ 
‘ Just so, Sir.’ The sergeant hurried me out, saying, ‘ The 
captain has released you ; ’ afraid lest it would be my turn to 
accuse.” 

27th. “ I had to come to hospital, but was not admitted till 

the evening, the doctor sending me back in the morning ; but as 
I cannot perform my duty he had to keep me in. Said Satan, 
' It is a wonder the Almighty does not cure you of that severe 
pain in the back, after all your sighs, cries, groans, and tears.’ 
A wonder indeed, I thought. 1 See how the doctor hates you 
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because you are so often there ; then look at the many promises, 
how you have believed them when in prayer. But how they 
clash with your experience, for you have cried day and night be¬ 
fore him ; asking him to “ rend the heavens and come down, that 
the mountains might flow down at his presence.” ’ 0, how this 

melting fire burns, causing the waters of rebellion to boil like a 
pot of fury in me ! Again says the devil: ‘ What can be the 
meaning of all this? Does it not say, “ As a father pitietli his 
children, so the Lord pietieth them that fear him?” Yet that 
fool of a doctor does not know whether you are suffering or not; 
and all his reproach you have to bear, for the All-Wise hides 
both remedy and disease from him.’ On the 29th another doctor 
took me in hand. He put his finger on the place in my back 
where I felt the pain. He ordered me to be cupped, and this did 
me a little good. Thinking the Lord was about to answer prayer 
by effecting a complete cure my entreaties were more earnest for 
such a result. But instead of getting my request I got a severe 
cold in the head and a swelling over the eyes and nose, so large 
that I could not breathe if I laydown. Six leeches were applied, 
and my sufferings were acute the whole night. If all the coin in 
the station were offered to me if I would endure such another, 
and it were left to my choice, I would refuse. Talk about resigna¬ 
tion to the will of God! It is a matter of impossibility in my 
case until he works a compliance.” 

May 14th. “ We received, this morning, the appalling news 

of the Delhi massacre. All the patients in hospital, were served 
out with their arms and ball ammunition to fight for their lives 
if attacked. The commanders were all on the alert to prevent 
any sudden up-rising; putting out-lying pickets all round the 
barracks,—one British soldier with a sepoy, the latter without 
ammunition. How I wished myself well that I might share the 
duties of my comrades in arms ! But, well or unwell, it was soon 
after decided by the doctor, or rather by the great Physician. 
The other noodle seeing me there asked what was Dlie matter with 
me. When I told him, he tossed his head with contempt; as 
much as to say he did not believe it.” 

15th. “ Sent out of hospital to-day; and I don’t regret it, for 
the Scotch missionary and his wife are particular friends to our 
Christian men, and as we expect to move away every hour I want 
to see them before we go. As soon as my duty on guard was over, 
thither I went. We prayed earnestly for our mutual welfare, with 
a persuasion of never meeting again in this world. When on my 
way to barracks, how ardent were my petitions for the Lord to 
protect them when we should be gone ; for they declined to accept 
the protection which has been offered them, i.e., to go with the 
regiment. How earnestly were my prayers put up on their 
behalf, that the Almighty would protect, preserve, and cover 
their defenceless heads, for they are doubtless God’s children. 
I love them as my own soul and the heavens and the earth 
witnessed my warm supplications that they might be kept. Li a 
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low weeks after the regiment left Sealkote we heard how brutally 
they were murdered. Mrs. Hunter was cut to pieces with her 
infant in arms, and he, poor man, was shot in the back while 
trying to make his escape on a horse.” 

After many years of painful exercise with a free-will heart, a 
heart of unbelief, with some knowledge of the stern infallible 
truth of Him who cannot lie, I am led to ask whether these good 
young people were specially inspired by the Holy Ghost to go on 
that missionary business, seeing it had such a woful termination. 
For two years, I believe, they had been zealously working, yet 
not one evidence had they that the Father had “ delivered one 
soul out of the kingdom of darkness, and translated it into the 
kingdom of his dear Son.” They wrought well, but apparently 
the Lord wrought nothing. Does the “Most Upright” inspire 
hopes in his people to bring them to nought, and let them fall by 
the hands of assassins ; a prey to the murderous instincts of an 
infuriated mob of superstitious heathens ? This has been the fate 
of scores of those who have been sent out by missionary societies; 
but the question is one that ought to be fully weighed up in the 
saints’ conscience and in the “balances of the sanctuary,” by 
every one who believes such portions as, “All that the Father 
giveth me shall come to me.” (Jno. vi. 37.) “Yes,” say those 
will-be saviours, “ God works by means.” Granted, but is it a 
means of his own inspiring, according to Acts viii. 26-39, or one 
of men’s devising? Any one can see for himself that the two 
specially-sent missionaries would have preached the gospel in the 
wrong place, if the Holy Ghost had not strictly forbidden them 
to preach the Word in Asia. The reason is obvious; there were 
none “ ordained to eternal life ” for Paul or Silas to preach to. 
Again, “ They assayed to go into Bithynia, but the Spirit suffered 
them not.” (Acts xvi. 6, 7.) What a gross mistake even these 
inspired servants of Christ would have made but for the special 
direction given them. They might have thought it prudent to go 
away from Corinth on account of the blaspheming Jews if another 
express Word had not been given them to stay, “ Because the 
Lord had much people in that city.” (Acts xviii. 10.) “0,” says 
“ universal charity,” “ we are all the Lord’s people, and these 
* perished in the gainsaying of Core.’” (Jude 11. That is, in 
(rod’s purpose these virtually perished with their representative 
Korah (Numb. xvi. 1-33) when he said, “Every one of the 
congregation is holy.” Arminianism sends out its missionaries, 
believing the salvation of Christ to be unrestricted; common 
sense would teach them better, if they were not blinded by the 
" father of lies;” as those were who are denounced by the Lord 
liimself for making sinners more “ the children of hell than them¬ 
selves.” The Arminian Calvinist with his free-will practically 
ignores his creed. His sentiment really is, “ God will work ac¬ 
cording to my belief, if not theirs. I know he is a Sovereign, 
but he works by means, and no doubt has some in such and such 
a place; or, such a man or woman may be a vessel of mercy.” I 

i 3 
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am persuaded this is at the bottom of the theory of the Calvinist 
missionary, and I could prove it from my own intricate, distress¬ 
ing, and perplexing path in the years that are past. It would 
take me too far away to dilate here; yet I believe a few months 
in the same road would open the eyes of many who have only the 
outer roots of free-will cut, while the tap-root has never been 
severed. The consequence is, such men never get sound even in 
the letter of truth, much less in the spirit of it; and often 
erroneous practices are followed with some fair show. They are 
beguiled from the simplicity of Truth through the subtilty of the 
serpent who corrupted Eve. So these are corrupted concerning 
Christ’s gospel, and soon begin to preach another Jesus. (2 Cor. 
xi. 3, 4.) 

The same influence that prompted the Hunters to go to work 
for God—I don’t expect any to see as I see unless they have tested 
their practice by results, but I beg liberty of conscience for the views 
I hold—doubtless caused them to rely on his aid, without availing 
themselves of our protection, as they believed the Almighty would 
defend them. They were Calvinist in belief, if not in truth and 
verity. Did the Lord impress them to go to a people who would, 
in cold blood, cut a defenceless woman to pieces, with many other 
horrible barbarities too heinous to write without making the blood 
run cold in the veins, as if to make their sins more heinous than 
before ? It is conclusive to me that their going out was building 
on the letter of Truth, and their remaining behind was from a 
supposition that as they were about the Lord’s work he would 
take care of them ; founded no doubt upon many promises to 
that effect. But, 1 ask, did the Holy Ghost apply one promise to 
their hearts ? I believe not, or what conclusion must we come 
to? Ye that have the fear of God written in your hearts can 
judge for yourselves, and I am thoroughly persuaded in my own 
mind. What became of their prayers for the heathen, their own 
preservation, and my earnest entreaties on their behalf on several 
occasions ? Was the Spirit the Author, the Helper, the Intercessor 
on these particular points? Can he deny himself? Will he 
indite a prayer and then fail to answer it ? I affirm, Never ! No, 
never!! These questions may be called quibbles by those who 
have never had the sinews of free-will cut, or their natural religion 
separated from the spiritual by the “two-edged sword;” who 
are running after “vain things that cannot profit.” But those 
who have seen the rank shoots of creature doing insinuating 
themselves into the most spiritual frame know well that experi¬ 
mental truth, in accordance with the letter, inwrought by the 
third Person in the glorious Trinity in the hearts of his people, is 
the touchstone to which to bring every doctrine, every practice, 
and every “ Lo here ! ” 

March 3rd, 1858, “ ‘Succour Bombay.’ Many months have 

elapsed since I committed to paper the dealings of God with my 
soul, and my base returns to him ; having neither time, place, 
nor paper to do so. 
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“ On the morning I called on the Hunters I had been reading 
l J s. xci., and I felt a sweet peace, being well-persuaded that God 
could and would fulfil it in my experience, in a literal way if he 
saw lit to do so.—You that make light of experience in peaceful 
time would have found it very necessary if you had been there.— 
On the 2oth of May, the troops were formed into a moveable 
column, comprising the 52nd Queen’s troops, 85th Native 
Infantry, and one battery of artillery. The 46tli Native Infantry 
was left behind, as it was believed they were more likely to prove 
loyal. The 35tli showed symptoms of disaffection, it was thought; 
but these conclusions were found to be wrong when we had got 
two or three hundred miles away. We had not been on the 
march more than an hour when there arose a fearful sand storm. 
It thundered and lightened most terrifically; so much so, that 
we had to halt for some time. Then rain began to fall, laying 
the dust; but even then we marched with great difficulty ; one 
moment 'it would be as light as day, and the next left us in a 
dense darkness, such as I never before witnessed. We were 
running against each other every second, knocking the butts of 
our muskets against each other’s heads, and treading on the 
heels. Some cursed and swore most awfully, and said the curse 
of God was on the regiment, because we were always kept march¬ 
ing about. Others laughed most heartily. To me, liis voice was 
sweet, and proclaimed his glory. Tranquillity reigned in my 
soul. 

“ About 8 o’clock in the morning, we came to the grog stall, 
and I felt the need of some refreshment, being very weak, and 
nearly exhausted; but it took a long time to serve out a dram to 
each man, and the colonel sounded the advance before it reached 
my turn. The pain in my back* was not felt much while 
marching; but when we had got tents up and rested for awhile, 
it was extremely painful to move about. The next night at 
!) we marched, reaching Wurzerabad early in the morning; 
having travelled thirty-four miles in two nights. At 11 p.m. we 
started for Lahore, five day’s march further on, and I well re¬ 
member what a heaviness had come over the men when on the 
road. We had been deprived of our beds night after night, doing 
long marches in the place of them. Heat, flies, mosquitoes, and 
the fact of its being an unseasonable time of the day for repose, 
prevented much sleep in the day-time. It is a fact that I have 
walked for miles as much asleep as awake; and sometimes the 
kicking against a stone, or a stumble, has awakened me. I was 
so overcome by a painful weariness and fatigue that I would have 
given five rupees for a comfortable sleep. During the halt for 
five minutes I have slept more soundly on the hard road, and with 
sweeter refreshment, than I have sometimes at night in bed. 
The worst of all was, the hot roads made the feet get black 

* I am impressed that was an affliotion especially laid upon me by God's 
immediate hand for a set time, as the removal was conclusive. 
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blisters, as though the flesh had been pinched. These blisters 
made me limp very much.” 

June 2nd. “ We marched into Mean Mere, where we rested for 
a few days. It was rumoured we should stay there for the 
summer; but on the day I had to be on guard the adj utant 
selected me for his orderly ; and it was a good thing for me he 
did, for the assembly sounded at about one o’clock in the 
morning, when every man had to pack up and prepare to march. 
If I had been on guard instead of in barracks my kit would have 
been half or wholly lost, as I had no comrade to pack up for me. 
Religion had separated me from them and them from me. When 
we had gone some distance, the question arose, ‘ Where are we 
going ? ’ No one knew. But when we reached Anakalee, we 
piled arms for some time; till the bugle sounded and we were 
marched on to a large green plain forming a square. Two field 
pieces were drawn into the centre ; then two native soldiers were 
tied to the mouth of the guns. Their crimes and their sentences 
were read, the fire sounded, and their limbs—that is, what small 
remains could be seen, as, on examination, I could see no flesh or 
anything else larger than a hand, all had been blown into mid¬ 
air—were scattered in all directions and their souls into eternity. 
One man next to me said, ‘ Poor fellows ! ’ I had no pity, my 
own sufferings were hardening my heart to all feelings of 
humanity, and my religion was lagging behind with the night 
marches. 

“We marched to Umritsir the same night, after resting for the 
day. My feet were worse than before, and my back was painful 
to the last degree. The winds blew hot, the dust flew into our 
eyes and mouths, our clothes were saturated with perspiration, 
and our sufferings were past description. As for me, my spirit 
almost died within me. Being pitch dark, our tent could not be 
found for a length of time; and as some of my comrades were 
much intoxicated, this caused them to spit out some of the hell 
they had within in words unmentionable. We had encamped 
under some trees during the day, but it was considered unhealthy 
at night; so at dusk the regiment was shifted to another part of 
the town, the men sending the tent on and walking there without 
any order or discipline. I followed as fast as 1 could, till all 
sight, sound, or trace was wholly lost to me. Wandering first 
one way, then another, not a soul could I see to ask for direction, 
no light could I discover indicating where the camp was. My 
feet and back were torturing me, and my mind was growing des¬ 
perate because it was getting towards time for ‘ roll-call.’ It 
was certain that if I was not soon there, I should be reported 
absent. Another man of another company came up to me. He 
was in the same plight as myself, having lost his way; but his 
feet were sound, so he soon left me to get to the camp the best 
way I could. Then I came to a point where two roads diverged, 
but which to take I knew not. This maddened me to a pitch. 
I had tried to bear all the other hardships and mishaps with 
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patience; but this was the ‘ last straw that broke the camel's 
back.’ Picture to yourself my condition. It was dark at night, 
in a country where superstition would gloat over a helpless 
victim, if found alone by a dozen of those savages, a great dis¬ 
tance from camp, and quite time I was at home to answer to my 
name. I had been twice misled, thus causing me to go over un¬ 
necessary ground, once by the sergeant of the guard, perhaps by 
mistake, and secondly by false lights from a few native huts. 
My feet were as though covered by boils from pain and tender¬ 
ness, my back so bad I could move but slowly, and God repre¬ 
sented to my mind as an indifferent, hard, unfeeling Spectator, 
The devil suggested that the best thing I oould do now was, to 
load my piece and blow my brains out. He plied me hard, but I 
gave but little heed, as I was well persuaded that all suioides go 
to hell, that ‘ No murderer hath eternal life abiding in him.’ I 
looked up to the heavens in wrath, rage, and desperation, demand¬ 
ing of him ‘ who giveth no account of his matters,’ why he so 
dealt with me. Yea, in an audible voice.” Here I pause for a 
moment. 

I seem to see the whole of the matter as vividly as if it was 
but yesterday ; the wormwood and the gall, which I have still in, 
remembrance, this, and so many other bitter, bitter trials for 
twenty-eight years past and more. The tears rush to my eyes 
while I write upon the painful subject. How many have laid 
hands on their lives who were never half so desperately tempted 
as I was! 

To resume : “ My conscience smote me hard for such unparal¬ 
leled insolence ; seldom found, I think, but in devils and damned 
spirits. I trembled lest he himself should enter into judgment 
with me and award me my just punishment. A few momenta 
after, a calm succeeded. I looked up in a spirit of meekness, 
submission, and resignation, and said : ‘Lord, do direct me safely.' 
I ask proud, unhumbled, letter men, ‘Did you ever bless God 
for giving a spirit of meekness ? ’ This poor ungodly wretch 
has done so many times ; for he ‘ only believed ’ what was written 
in the Scriptures from painful experience : ‘ For without me ye 
can do nothing.’ ‘ Iron trials,’ as a certain veteran called them, 
will make all letter religion sink into dis-esteem; and a little 
business in deep waters, such as the writer has done, will make 
it get ‘ small by degrees, and beautifully less.’ 

“ I then looked round and saw a Sikh soldier only a few yards 
from me. I asked him where our encampment was and to take 
me to it. He readily consented. The orderly-sergeant was 
waiting for the last post to sound to report me absent, when 
I arrived. He had not long been transferred, and did not know 
what sort of a man I was. But when some one remarked in 
a scoffing way, as I was afterwards told by A. Vass, that I was 
* kneeling down under some tree, saying my prayers,’ he was 
angry ; and when I appeared, he began to abuse me. saying what, 
a lot of trouble I had given him. Explanation was useless, for 
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lie would not hear. But as he had not reported me absent, he 
could not confine me. ‘If ye are reproached for Christ’s sake, 
happy are ye; for the spirit of glory and of God resteth upon 
you; on their part, he is evil spoken of, but on your part he 
is glorified.’ 

“ When my friend told me of what had passed in my absence I 
thought, What a beautiful reproach ! though it was not the case 
that I had been detained by being so long in prayer; but a pray¬ 
ing man I certainly was; and if the poor blaspheming wretch 
who reproached me had been one, perhaps his condition would 
have been somewhat different to what it was a few days after. 
For as soon as the regiment went into action, he was about the 
first picked off, and thus his blasphemous mouth was closed 
for ever in this world. The ‘ Dagon of Bretlirenism ’ now lost 
hands, and head. We soon after moved two days’ march down 
the country; and shortly after that we had to disarm two Sepoy 
regiments, as they were supposed to be disaffected. It was feared 
that rather than give up their arms to us they would fight, being 
four to one stronger than we were. 

“ The night previous to the morning of disarming, we lay on 
cur beds under the broad canopy of heaven. I fell into a sweet 
sleep for a couple of hours. I then dreamed I was standing in the 
time-keeper’s office of Messrs. Huntly and Palmer, asking them 
to give me employment; the place was as distinct in my vision as 
.on the day when I stood in it six or seven years before. A third 
person was in the room, whom I did not know. Messrs. Tlios. 
Huntly and Palmer, after a short consultation, said: ‘We will 
.employ thee.’ The bugle sounding near me at that moment, I 
awoke, under a sweet persuasion that my God had revealed a 
little of his mind in respect to the future, to comfort my heart. 
I arose to my knees in the sweet assurance of faith, saying, with 
hands clasped and uplifted eyes, ‘ The Lord is able to perform 
this thing,’ During that long night’s march my mind was com¬ 
fortable, and so different from what it was in any other march. 
* You will see your poor old father and mother again, notwith¬ 
standing all that lies before you,’ seemed to be whispered to me. 
The regiments grounded their arms; they were marched away 
from them, and that ended peaceably.” 

As my back was still very painful at times, my thoughts often 
ruminated on trying something myself. It was suggested to my 
mind to try some spirits of turpentine rubbed in, and also to take 
some internally. It was told me some months previously that it 
was a good thing, but I had no faith in it. Getting some well- 
rubbed in for about a week, and taking about a teaspoonful daily, 
the pain began to make a move into other parts of the system, 
and finally, it troubled me but little. This blessed removal of a 
long and trying complaint caused me to thank the Lord for 
blessing the means. My joy was inexpressible, my hope in him 
increased with my love, as I found the pain, which for fourteen 
long months had been incessant, daily now on the decrease. 
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Having no fighting with hell’s legions and no pains soon found 
me strong; too strong, I fear, in fleshly confidence. 

July 10th. “I went on guard. While there the general in 
command received intelligence of the mutiny of the 46tli Native 
Infantry and a part of the 9th Light Cavalry, at Sealkote. The 
general gave orders to march at 7 o’clock in the evening, to give 
them battle as soon as possible. The object of the mutineers 
was to get to Delhi, as the others had all rushed there; and our 
commander was bent on intercepting them, but was uncertain 
which of two roads they would take. The one they would be 
most likely to take would be across the river Ravee. Two com¬ 
panies had to remain where we then were, in case they should 
come that way; and these companies had to be made up to one 
hundred each, thus leaving two hundred men to contest about 
two thousand, or probably more. If our men came on the rebels 
scattered, unprepared, and tired, the result would have been in 
favour of the smaller band, as being in every way a match for 
the mutineers though they would have been about ten to one of 
us in number. Five men of my company were wanted to remain 
behind. ‘Who will volunteer?’ was the question, to which 
there was no response; as they all wanted to be in the place 
where fighting was most likely to take place. At last the pay- 
sergeant and another tossed up to see whether five men of the 
top or five of the bottom roll should go. It fell to the bottom 
of the roll, and as names of course ran alphabetically, Brother 
Vass and three others, with myself, remained there. When I 
came off guard, being informed of the circumstances, I murmured; 
for I was restored to the good health I had enjoyed two years 
before. The men of the regiment had sworn vengeance against 
the mutineers if they came into action against them. I drank 
in the same spirit, and was steeling my heart against every 
humane thought that would have entered my breast. Merciful 
religion was a thing that could not be entertained. The time 
was consumed in hard duties, hard marching, eating, and 
sleeping. There was no meeting for worship, no seeing our 
friends, no reading the Word. All the conversation was of some 
fresh calamities ever and anon coming to our ears of indis¬ 
criminate slaughter of our fellow-countrymen and women, till our 
blood boiled and our minds thirsted for sweet revenge and just 
retribution. And it was no marvel; for every fresh outrage 
kindled our wrath to the highest pitch. All my brethren in 
Christ partook of the same spirit; and their valour was not sur¬ 
passed at the taking of Delhi. 

“Here I would remark, ‘Brethrenism ’ lost ground; and the 
long-winded prayer, the new revelation, the fresh-discovered 
doctrine, breaking of bread the first day of the week, days of un¬ 
broken communion with God, walking in the Spirit, &c., were 
riddled away until only Job’s ‘ root of the matter ’ kept its hold. 
A few months here as we were would probably enlighten the eyes 
of these deluded Darbyites. If it did not, I without ceremony 
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should put Jude’s stamp upon them, viz., ‘ Twice dead,’ or, ‘Ye 
do always err, not knowing the Scriptures.’ ” 

Our men were marching nearly three days and nights, with but 
little rest, food, or drink, under a burning Indian summer’s sun; 
for the general was afraid if the rebels crossed the Ravee he would 
lose his best opportunity. General Nicholson was a good general 
and handled his men well. They came up with the mutineers just 
in time to give battle and make them fight. Our men had field- 
pieces, and in a few minutes three hundred were left dead on the 
field. They then fought hand to hand, the bayonet doing its 
deadly work, the victor plunging the point into his antagonist. 
Many were taken prisoners, and hewed to pieces the next morn¬ 
ing by their own countrymen ; only a few escaped. Some were 
bayoneted under their women’s clothes where they got for security. 
Thus our men returned conquerors of their hard-won victory, only 
having lost sixteen men. Of that number were the sergeant re¬ 
ferred to above, and the man who enlisted me in Reading, in 1850. 
When the poor fellows of my company related their hardships, 
their faces and lips being sunburnt, and in some instances a mass 
of scabs, with other attendant sufferings, I was so ashamed that 
I should ever have opened my mouth to murmur against God’s 
providence in keeping me back. 

“ The regiment now received orders to proceed to Delhi. I was 
glad of this, as I wanted to take part in punishing those wretches 
and get a medal on my breast. Being the 22nd, we left at eleven 
o’clock that night. The monsoons or rainy season had now set 
in; as long as I live the march into Loodihana will not be for¬ 
gotten by me. We struck tents at about 3 o’clock, a.m. It 
looked very heavy and threatening, and before we had gone far 
it began to rain in torrents, till we came to the memorable Sutlej. 
Here we all had to be ferried over, there being no bridge, and of 
course it took a length of time, the rain continuing without in¬ 
termission. To say we were wet through was saying nothing at 
all; for our flesh was literally soaked as much as though we had 
lain in the Sutlej for hours. At last, after much slipping and 
sliding on a trackless path submerged with water, sometimes 
nearly knee-deep, we reached the camp-ground at mid-day, 
with empty stomachs. We found when we got there much 
discouragement, for it was flooded; therefore no tents could 
be pitched. The barracks were in such a dilapidated con¬ 
dition that we could only temporarily use them for shelter. Our 
black bags were behind, and there was no telling when we should 
see them again. I took off my clothes, wrung the wet out, and put 
them on to dry. That morning’s march laid many a young fellow in 
an untimely grave, and ruined my own health for months after. 
This is not to be wondered at, for most of us, myself among the 
number, were in that wet state for twenty-four hours. A remarkable 
instance of God’s goodness to me occurred, which did not to any 
other man, as far as my observation went. A few Sikh soldiers 
were quartered in the barracks, and one of them came direct to 
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me and brought some connor cakes from liis own rations. He said, 
Here Sahib ’ (Sir) I gladly accepted, though at another time 
my stomach would have revolted at such diet; but it kept me 
from injury to my health, perhaps, more than anything else 
could then have done, for nothing could be procured. He took 
my arms and wiped them dry, but when I offered a piece of silver 
coin to him he would by no means take it, as it was an act of 
hospitality, and he was a Mahometan, on our side, and going 
down to fight with us. Gratitude filled my heart towards my God 
for this mercy, for a glimpse of his benign face was revealed to 
me.” How vividly, after thirty years, it appears to my mind, 
while the tears steal from my eyes for his goodness. 

“ We remained a couple of days in this place to get dry, a 
change of clothes, and a rest. Then on we went till we came 
within twenty miles of Delhi, when we could hear the guns of 
besieger and besieged ; and the mortices or howitzer throwing the 
shot and shell, one into the city, the other into the camp. As we 
marched over a hill or rise in the ground, about three miles from 
the city, I put up this prayer on the road: That I might fight 
bravely for my country and her cause; and if I were to fall, that 
I might die like a man and a Christian.” 

While at Delhi, I tried to show a spirit of bravado, my motive 
being to outshine others when occasion offered. Looking sometimes 
over the parapet to take cognizance of the enemy, when on out¬ 
lying picket, a few bullets whizzing about the ears let me know 
I was not unobserved ; and one was only intercepted in its passage 
by a small branch of. a tree which broke about a yard before me, 
or my breast would probably have received it instead. If a chance 
occurred they heard from me in my turn, as I wanted some sport, 
having more cartridges than I cared to carry (60 rounds). 
Besides, none were more bloodthirsty than myself, and I played 
freely upon them if they were exposed, under the impression I 
was doing God service by sending them out of the world if I could. 
On the other hand, a strong belief in fatalism then had hold of 
me, that none could hit me however venturesome I might be or 
incautious in my actions As I said to myself, “If it is the Lord’s 
will for me to be shot, to avoid it is impossible ; if not, it will not 
take place.” The decrees of Heaven had been so stamped upon 
my mind by many things which are omitted, not to swell this 
work too much, that it was a part of my joy to move about with¬ 
out fear or caution. An incident which took place about the 
second time I went on duty in the trenches doubtless strengthened 
the foregoing statements. Random shots continually flew about 
without any warning, and we were not able to discover exactly 
from what quarter they proceeded till after they reached their 
destination ; even then it was difficult to decide where the enemy 
was really lurking, for they moved about under cover beyond our 
observation. However, the shots coming into the guard tent was 
proof positive that they could reach us with their rifles. Being 
off sentry, I removed from the position where I had lain for some 
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time in the same spot. Another man, William Aldis, went; he 
either lay or sat down in the same place, having just come off 
duty for aught I remember, for I have no record of the whole 
matter. What the object of my leaving my resting-place was I 
do not recollect, and had forgotten the whole affair till after I had 
■compiled this account. The fact of Aldis receiving a shot wound 
in the right knee in a minute or two after seems a confirmation 
of the old saying. “Every bullet has its billet.” What the result to 
him was I don’t know, as I never remember seeing him after. 
He called out almost immediately he got there, “I am shot; ” 
and was carried to the hospital. Probably he was either crippled 
or died. Had the first happened to the writer, it would have 
materially altered the whole course of my subsequent life; for a 
good pair of legs was an indispensable requisite to me in after 
years, as my narratives will disclose. 

One poor chap, once a chum of mine, reproved me for my reck¬ 
less way of exposing myself. We left him there in his grave. 
He had his fears ; but I was divested of all fear ; by what means 
it is not for me to say. Some said I was a fool for giving the 
enemy a chance like that to fire at me. 

The truth lay here, if I remember rightly,—to get disabled, 
lose a limb, or even life itself was a small matter with me. Life 
had lost all its charms, and death had been often desirable, not to 
say preferable ; for I was heartily sick of a soldier’s existence. If 
sent out of the world, my hope was firm as to how matters stood 
between God and my soul. To be disabled would be to be sent 
home and receive a pension. Vain are the thoughts of man. If 
death had overtaken me, or the right hand had been shot off, this 
would not have been written, and the goodness of God would have 
remained in the land of forgetfulness. Pride, vain-glory, delusion, 
and a letter-belief of Scripture, together with a strong sense of 
■duty, having regard to the oath taken at enlistment, all conspired 
to cause me to mock at the fears of others ; but this feeling of 
mine is sickening to me to write of now. “ Surely men of low 
degree are vanity, and men of high degree are a lie ; to be laid 
in the balance, they are altogether lighter than vanity.” (Ps. 
lxii. 9.) “ The Lord knoweth the thoughts of man, that they 
are vanity.” But I may say this for myself—I was a true soldier, 
heart and soul in my duty. 

I received a letter from home two days after arriving at Delhi; 
and I sent a reply at once, not knowing what might take place 
any day; for it was expected almost every hour that the storm¬ 
ing party would be sent forward as a forlorn hope. This letter 
■then, as written below, was read with much interest in my native 
town; for it is well known that England was stirred to its very 
depths by the circumstances connected with this war in Hindostan. 
The paper on which my letter was written being thin, and it 
being handed around a good deal, even by the rich who felt any 
sympathy, or had relatives in India, the original was all to pieces, 
but a lady took a copy of it and gave it to my mother. I may 
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add that the religious tone of this letter added to the interest 
manifested. 

When I went on furlough, and left my manuscript, my mother 
put this copy of my letter with it. 

“ Camp before Delhi; August lGtli, 1857. 

“ My dear Parents, 

“ I shall take this opportunity of penning a few lines, as it 
may be the last that God may permit to come from my hands. 
We are now in front of Delhi, which has a disciplined army of 
thousands within its walls, who are upon us night and day with 
shot and shell. It will be doubtless a desperate struggle whoever 
lives to tell the woful tale. 

“ My dear father and mother; it is many months since I heard 
from you until this morning, when I received the long-looked-for 
letter. Nearly five months have elapsed since I wrote to you. 
The want of love, you know, has not been the cause; but the 
country has been in such an uproar that it was impossible to 
write or think about it. Our regiment has been marching about 
ever since the 25tli May until the 13th of August. It has had one 
engagement with the enemy, losing about sixteen men; the 
others were all cut up, except a few of them, who made their 
escape. We are now here to take part in storming this proud 
city and slaughtering the inhabitants, who have caused us all to 
suffer so many hardships, besides spilling the blood of our 
country-men and country-women like water; committing unheard- 
of abominations and cruelties, surpassing the annals of history. 
It makes the blood boil with indignation, and the ears tingle with 
shame. So vile are some of the things we hear I dare not com¬ 
mit them to paper, for it is a disgrace to humanity itself. Some 
of the accounts are so atrocious as to be beyond belief. 

“ We have troops enough here to take it, but we are waiting 
for 400 or 500 men who are a day or two’s march from here. 
There is no doubt but many a brave soldier will fall there to rise 
no more. 

“ I hope, if it please the Almighty Ruler of all events to send us 
a speedy victory, and to let us who survive, get a night in bed 
once more ; for three months have gone by since we had a proper 
night’s rest, all our marching having been done by night. A 
merciful God has spared me, and blessed me with the best of 
health for this last six weeks. 

“Dear mother ; this has been a very trying time. I thought 
my heavenly Father had forsaken me ; so destitute of hope have 
I been at times. And what with being surrounded with the 
ungodly; with neither time for public nor private worship, no 
friend to converse with upon salvation matters, for we are always 
on duty, no time to read my Bible or bow the knee, when I have 
looked for a difference of life and spirit in myself I have failed to 
discover it. I am filled with a worldly spirit; harrassed from night 
till morn, and from morn till night. 
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“ We were aroused at about three in the morning to go on duty 
in the trenches, I was one of the first sentries posted; while 
going there, we found the bullets whizzing about our ears pretty 
smartly. Shortly after, a bomb-shell exploded not far from me, 
but I received no hurt. This caused no uneasiness in my mind, 
for I know that my God can cover my defenceless head, or he can 
make it the means of bringing me to my end in peace, amidst the 
din of the cannon’s roar. And if I knew I am to die in this 
struggle, I could say, ‘ Amen, 0 Lord! for thou hast done all 
things well! ’ Yet I am ready to say with the same breath, 

‘ Spare me for my mother’s and father’s sake.’ It would cause 
you grief, I know, to hear of my death ; for my father was 
always fond of me, bad as I was. So that I can say, ‘ Spare me 
yet this time, that I might praise thy gracious Name.’ Give my 
last love to my brothers and sisters, if it should be the last. I 
will send the money I promised as soon as this affair is over, with 
all the news ; and now remain, Yours, &c., 

“ Thomas Witts, 52nd Regt. L. Infantry.” 

On the 28tli I was taken ill with dysentery and could not stay 
on guard, so was conveyed to hospital; a mustard poultice was 
applied to the bowels and some pills were taken, which gave re¬ 
lief. In a few days I got better and returned to my duty. The 
next day I went on guard for forty-eight hours, and I found all 
my appetite was gone. I was scarcely able to eat anything the 
whole time. As soon as I was off guard, a burning in the 
stomach and an unquenchable thirst took hold of me. An old 
coporal, seeing me look so ill, thought I had symptoms of cholera, 
of which a great number had died. But nothing was known of 
what was going on, or taking place in general, except what trans¬ 
pired before our very eyes. All cholera* cases terminated fatally. 
The corporal told the sergeant of the tent to make me go to 
hospital if persuasion could not induce me, as he was sure I 
had the cholera. But I had no intention of going,—sooner than 
face that doctor, I would die there ; “ for,” said I, “ he would not 
believe anything was the matter.” At last the sergeant insisted 
upon my getting into the dliooly, which he had ordered to be 
brought round. With great reluctance I submitted to be con¬ 
veyed away, vomiting and purging without cessation, combined 
with a burning thirst in my stomach as though fire coals were 
there. No doctor put in an appearance until the next day about 
4 p.m. My poor comrades were closing their eyes in death with¬ 
out any friendly hand to ease their pains, or to do anything for 
them. Lying about on the hard ground, with some kind of litter 
under them, no doctor to try to save, they died all around me, 
unlamented and uncared for. When he came, he asked me what 
was the matter ; as I was trying to tell him, my sickness came 


* The cholera I was suffering from, termed “ ground ” cholera, was very 
different to that of Lucknow; at Delhi it was “ air ” cholera. 
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on, and gave him a better definition of the matter than I could 
otherwise have done. He ordered me to the cholera tent, where 
I was to have only brandy, no water to drink, and hot water 
bottles kept to my feet. It seemed as though time would soon be 
no longer with me, and he thought so too, I believe. John Leg¬ 
horn came to see me. He supposed that all would soon be over, 
and that my promotion up higher would not be long delayed. 
He said, “Well, Thomas, where is your hope?” I replied, “I 
am willing to live, but far more willing to die ! ” As much as to 
say, My hope is firm, and my confidence unshaken. “ For me to 
die,” 1 thought, “would be gain;” but I was resigned to the 
will of God, either for life or death. As my thirst was so in¬ 
satiable an enormous quantity of brandy was given me. It may 
have been weakened with water, but it was like liquid fire as I 
drank it. I asked the nurse to give me some water, but his 
orders were imperative. So I thought of a plan of getting some 
from the bottle at my feet, and from this I had a good draught 
before he could snatch it away. It did me good, for I became 
much easier and slept for five or six hours; the only sleep or 
rest I had enjoyed for three or four days and nights. My friend 
seeing me in the morning said how much better I looked. Ser¬ 
geant Brown, of the band, and myself were the only two that 
had recovered out of about sixty who took the direful disease. I 
had no appetite for about a week ; and my strength was all gone; 
when I was getting out of bed some days after I fell all along on 
the ground. The storming of the city by blowing up the gates 
took away all efficient men and we were left to shift for ourselves. 
My “ comb was cut,” for I could not be present at the onslaught; 
neither could I get any strength, like others who managed to be 
at the capture three days before it fell after a week’s fighting. A 
corporal came down to the hospital to see if any were so far re¬ 
covered as to be able to give relief, and several went back with 
him. He was the very corporal who urged the sergeant to send 
me there. 1 wanted to go, but no, he could see I was too weak; 
besides, some must stay there to bury the dead, and that duty 
was assigned to us who could hardly crawl. I rebelled at this at 
the time, for all hope was now gone. The non-commissioned 
officer was inexorable, and to obey was my duty. 

Drawing rations, burying the dead, &c., was an employment 
that caused the horn to be hung up, and in after years it was 
never to be blown. I received a medal and clasp; and when 
people knew that I had been in the “Indian Mutiny,” and began 
to ask about the taking of Delhi, I evaded the subject as much as 
possible. Joab’s words to Ahimaaz, “ Seeing thou hast no tidings 
ready” effectually stopped all that vain-glory, empty breath, self- 
conceit, and ostentation conspicuous in others. 

The thought that my loss of hearing incapacitated me never 
occurred until the other day. A man could be of but little service 
who could not hear distinctly the word of command; and unless 
the Lord miraculously preserved, what would be the inevitable 
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result of liis being there? It was not a time for right or left hand 
man to nudge, give hints, and so forth. The purpose of God to 
me is now seen in its own light. For me to have gone into Delhi 
would have broken every link in the chain of events of after life, 
and the counsels of Heaven would have been shattered to pieces, 
as is often the case with the counsels of men : 

“ Our lives through various scenes are drawn, 

And vex’d with trifling cares, 

While Thy eternal thought moves on 
Thy undisturbed affairs.” 

As we were burying a corpse one morning, I was scarcely able 
to drag along to the short distance, so extremely had I been re¬ 
duced ; the stench that came from it as two or three, with myself, 
were lowering into the hole, without coffin or ceremony, made me 
nearly faint and fall in upon it; I think I was only prevented by 
one of the others. The wisdom and goodness of God appeared 
to me in keeping me in camp; for the least fatigue produced ex¬ 
haustion. A week after, dysentery again came on, and the doctor 
and I had to have another interview. He spoke very harshly and 
unfeelingly. We both detested each other, so no love was lost. 
He hated me on account of the frequency of my visits, and I dis¬ 
liked him because he failed to cure me. Which was most to blame 
in the matter I hardly know. “Few ever suffered as you do,” 
says Satan. “What is your sin, or what have you done to be 
so hotly pursued by one illness after another ?” “ Ah ! what ?” 

I would reply, with a sigh, as I stood with hard, rebellious views 
of God. 

Some six or seven years after, when working at the Biscuit 
Factory, I had this particular incident brought vividly before my 
mind when at work, with a freshness very unusual, with the follow¬ 
ing portion, to solve the enigma : “Fools because of their trans¬ 
gressions, and becauseof their iniquities, are afflicted.” (Ps. cvii. 17.) 
A ray of heavenly light attended it, for ver. 18 was the experience 
of that time; such as “ drawing near to the gates of death,” 
“ abhorring all manner of meat,” &c. This shows that the heal¬ 
ing word may be long withheld,—the “strong meat is for those of 
full age.” These lessons bastards are not favoured with; and the 
“non-chastisement” professors proclaim their non-adoption; for 
they are not dealt with as sons. My rebellion ran high. I asked, 
with presumption, why the Almighty did not make an end of me, 
instead of allowing me to linger and pine away as I then did. All 
the answer I received at that time was, rebukes in the conscience, 
“ dwelling in a dry land,” and a conviction that, 

“ His strokes were fewer than my orimes, 

And lighter than my guilt.” 

Though the doctor would not allow me any nourishment to get 
my strength up, others were allowed chicken, arrow-root, beef 
tea, light puddings, &c., while the spirit that was in me lusted to 
envy. If any pain was complained of he took no notice of what 
I said. The pains being great on one particular occasion, the 
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publican’s prayer was put up: “God be merciful to me a sinner;’* 
and it appeared it was lieard ; for I enjoyed ease for several days. 
Things being brought to an issue at Delhi on October 5th, we 
left to go up the country to Jallinder. I had to ride in a gurree, 
being so weak. We had got another doctor, who had been in the 
Crimean War, quite an expert, and a younger man than the one 
I have spoken of as head doctor. Doubtless he was sent out to 
take the supreme control through the other’s incompetence. He 
visited me the next morning after such a shaking that I seemed 
as though I was falling to pieces. When 1 told him, he jocosely 
said, “That will give you an appetite.” I answered, there was 
not much appetite required to eat eight ounces of bread and a 
drink of tea in twenty-four hours. Some days after this I became 
much worse on the road one night. This doctor was kindly dis¬ 
posed towards me; ■ he gave me some pills, which soon relieved! 
my pains, and ordered me every nourishment I could take, with 
so much sherry wine every day. The other who had attended 
me was now sick himself. This looked like an interposition of 
Providence ; for no doubt his object was to get me to the house 
appointed for all living ; at any rate his mode of treatment waa 
helping me there. A grateful heart was given to appreciate this 
mercy ; and I thought as improvement was visible, restoration 
would follow. At the end of three weeks I thought myself fit for 
duty, and was going to tell the doctor so ; but when the next morn¬ 
ing came round, a severe pain in the back of the head had seized 
me. The worst malady was my murmuring and discontent. 

Now, instead of staying with my own Company, who were, 
stationed at Pliillor, I had to go to Jallinder with head-quarters,, 
“ How puzzling it does seem to be sure,” thought I. But, the 
Lord was about to answer the prayers put up by me when in 
hospital at Seallcote. They were forgotten by me. “ Hope de-. 
ferred,” had made me completely “ sick ” of thinking, much less 
expecting anything at the hand of the Lord. All form of religion 
was gone, and there was but little looking up in the secret of my 
heart. Love him I could not. For the pain in the back of my 
head, the hair was shaven off and a blister applied. Relief soon 
came ; but I was now kept on a very low diet. However, an old 
school-fellow of mine from Reading was in the hospital, and as lie 
was getting quite well he gave me the dainties which were allotted 
to him but which he did not require. Though he told me he did 
not believe in Divine revelation, yet, though I, God has made you 
to bring those things that I need to prove his goodness and the 
truth of it; just as lie sent the unclean birds to Elijah. 

About Nov. 11th, I thought myself nearly fit for duty, and was, 
anxious to get out of the hospital, to send what money I had 
home to my parents, as I had promised. Telling the doctor, he 
gladly consented for me to go. But it was soon very evident there 
was not sufficient strength; though I was willing to manage at 
all risks or shifts rather than be in the hospital. One afternoon, 
shortly after being out, there was to be a doctors’ inspection 
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parade; and as I was not apprised of it until near the time, 
through the great haste I made, I was in a fearfully exhausted 
state and looked deathly pale when the head doctor came in front 
of me. Being a real friend, he asked, “How are you, Witts?” 
“ Very poorly,” I said. “ My cough is very bad, Sir.” “Put his 
name down, sergeant.” For what should my name be put down 
by the hospital sergeant ? After parade, 1 was told I was to be 
invalided home. Hope rose high ; but past disappointments made 
me fear that my hopes were raised only to be dashed, as on previous 
occasions. Hurriedly going to get the money order for 40 rupees 
(about £4) to send to my poor father and mother brought on the 
exhausted appearance which ended in my being sent home. On 
parade the next morning my cough was so troublesome I could 
not keep step. The pay-sergeant, in a tyrannizing way, said, “ I’ll 
fall you out, you Witts, and send you to the guard-room, if you 
don’t do better.” My sensitive mind keenly felt this salute. How¬ 
ever, a few minutes after I fell down exhausted and was conveyed 
to my old residence. The doctor now gave orders to keep me 
there until the board of doctors sat. When my old enemy saw 
me, “ What! are you there ? ” said he. I made no reply, but 
could secretly triumph over him. The under doctor (there was a 
third) would have invalided me two years before, or sent me to 
the hills, but for my inveterate foe. Satan inspired him in such 
a way that it seemed as though my very thoughts were known to 
him ; for when the hospital sergeant put a document into his 
hand to fill up respecting my service in the regiment,—how often 
in the hospital, what complaints, &c., his anger was stirred and 
he said, sharply, “ Ah! that is what he wants.” “ True, and 
why not let him have what is so needful, and what is justly his 
•due.” He could not help himself, but obeyed, for the other was 
not to be dictated to. He was filled with rage; it cut up his 
pride in a measure, as Haman’s was, in doing good to Mordecai. 
God had begun to work, and the devil and the doctor had to give 
place. 

When the doctors’ board was sitting, the general asked a few 
questions and remarked that I ought to have gone away last 
year, seeing I was deaf, shattered all to pieces with my breath, 
and had no flesh left to speak of. The last fit of sickness, 
which came on me about a week after the last admission, attended 
with severe pains in the chest and under the shoulder blades, 
causing acute pain, had reduced me much more than before. 
Being cupped brought some relief; but for days I could not move 
in the bed without the most intense agony I ever felt in all my 
life. The point was settled as to going to England in God’s 
account; but as I began to get about and gather strength, the 
enemy set on me with, “If you should not go after all, as you 
are now nearly well and the invalids are sent back sometimes 
when they pass the last board previous to embarkation, what 
about your answers to prayer, giving thanks for what you never 
p;et, and so on?” The supposition was nine-tenths as bad to 
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bear as tlie reality would have been; for past disappointments 
had left many tender spots not healed. 

The reason why I had such an intense desire for home was, 
that I might get out of the army, live nearer to God, show a good 
example to my parents, and, finally, be the means of their con¬ 
version by persuasion, love, argument, and prayer; in a word, to 
be a missionary to my relatives and neighbours, with a zeal that 
should know no bounds or limits.—This has given me an eye to 
penetrate through missionary work and workers.—Alas! how 
blind! What strong delusions! Many risings and sinkings 
took place in my mind ere the long-wished-for day arrived. One 
instance of the goodness of God took place before I left my 
brethren and friends in Christ, as well as an incident showing the 
deceitfulness of my heart. The latter will never be erased from 
my memory while reason holds her seat. 

The friends prepared a tea-meeting in honour of the writer, 
for prayer, congratulation, &e., an evening or two before we left. 
Being the friends of my spiritual youth they were dearer to me 
than any I ever loved; and their actions proved that my love was 
reciprocated. Knowing 1 had stripped myself of my last rupee 
to send to my parents, they quietly got up a subscription among 
themselves and made me up a sum of twenty rupees, which was 
very liberal; for a soldier’s pay is not more than thirteen or fifteen 
pence per diem; when he has furnished himself with every neces¬ 
sary it will be evident there cannot be much left. 

At the meeting some wept to think they should see my face no 
more. One and another spoke in the kindest terms for and to 
me; a third gave advice and encouragement. At last brother 
Collis, a patient, humble, God-fearing man, spoke to me as fol¬ 
lows: “Well, Thomas! It is no harm to warn you against the 
temptations and besetments you will have to meet with, to exhort 
you to stand fast by your colours, and to exhort you to show them 
and not be overcome.” “ What!” thought I, “ do you think that 
after such a bold stand as I have made for God and his cause, 
after so much mercy displayed toward me, that I could dishonour 
his blessed Name ? ‘ Is tliy servant a dog, that he should do 
this ? ’ ” I disguised my real sentiments by pretending to receive 
his exhortation in the same spirit in which it was given. But 
the fact was, it seemed to me out of place; for they all knew that 
consistency in walk and conduct was a marked feature of my re¬ 
ligion. Nothing could be brought against me either by the friends, 
the company, or the regiment: therefore pride, self-righteousness, 
and thinking myself better than others, were traits quite as con¬ 
spicuous as consistency in outward things. 

I had now to learn my weakness, and that with a witness, and 
in such a way and manner as few of the family of God ever learn 
it. In a word, another conversion had to take place. Some are 
converted once, and all is done; as for me, the first works of re¬ 
pentance have been repeated many times; or I might say there 
is a re-conversion, if that be a better term. 

K 
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All along the road to Ferozopore much depression was felt at 
the thought, “ You may not embark at Kurrachee, even now.” 
This produced much despondency. The wickedness of those who 
had lost a hand, arm, foot, or leg, threw a damper on my zeal 
from which it never quite recovered. These maimed ones were 
strangers from other regiments, healthy and hardened, and were 
as big a lot of blackguards as any that could be found. At this 
place we took the flats to go down the Sutlej with the stream. 

Drunkenness and fighting were the order of the day with them: 
the officer in charge had but little influence, and all did pretty 
much as they thought fit. No punishment could be awarded or 
discipline kept. My spiritual strength was fearfully taxed to stem 
the torrents of ungodliness around me, and to rebuke it seemed 
folly. Having no inshining of God’s presence, and not a friend 
to converse with, except a Plymouth Brother, who had fallen 
away from his profession altogether, 1 was anything but com¬ 
fortable. For fear of being overcome with intoxicating liquors, 
though allowed so much per day, I would not take it, or sell it, as 
others did who did not care for it. One man abused me because 
I would not let him have it to get drunk with. Indeed, I tried 
to “ abstain from the appearance of evil.” When at Kurrachee, 
in barracks, and alone, the externals of religion were more con¬ 
formed to than had been the case for months. We were waiting 
there about a month for a vessel; and a visit from the King once 
or twice during that time infused fresh courage into the inward 
man; so much so that I was enabled to ask a blessing on my 
food in the presence of the East India Company’s troops; and 
sad specimens of fallen humanity they were ; but this drew their 
attention to me for evil. One night, having knelt down to thank 
God ere I got into bed, two intoxicated men passed me. Observing 
my attitude, one of them was so enraged that he stood over me 
cursing and swearing most fearfully. He said that if I did not 
get up he would kick me up ; while the other tried to get him 
'way. Faith in God kept me there immovable, abounding in 
thanksgiving. Getting tired out, he was at last persuaded to go, 
or was pulled away. 

Religion was a thing unknown with the East India Company’s 
troops, I believe. They were at this time the scum of England ; 
men of the worst type, who had enlisted to evade the arm of the 
law, deserters from Her Majesty’s regiments, and others of the 
worst description. Any casual observer could see what desperate 
characters they were. On one occasion one had absented him¬ 
self all day till the evening; the sergeant-major could here en¬ 
force discipline, so he ordered him to be confined when he should 
return. When made acquainted with the order he swore that the 
first man who laid hands on him should be smashed by him. 
He was a tall, powerful man ; his comrades knew it would be no 
easy task to take him to the guard-room. Two men were warned 
for the duty, but they could not induce him by fair words, and 
they did not like to speak roughly, for fear of irritating him more. 
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Again others were sent with no better result. One of my regi¬ 
ment began to bluster and swear. He said, “ Let us have none 
of his nonsensebut he was afraid to lay hands on him, he was 
so desperate to look at. He had only met with a flesh wound, 
therefore was as strong as ever. The corporal now warned me 
and another to assist the other four. I went up to him, and in a 
pleasant tone began to reason with him as to the impropriety of 
resisting what he knew were the rules of the service, which we 
are bound to comply with, and urged him, for our sates, to go 
quietly. He now spoke in a calm manner. He said, “ I will go 
with this man; he is a good man; and all of you can stay away.” 
And he went with me. Solomon says, “ Wisdom is better than 
strength.” 


CHAPTER VII. 

On April 6th, 1858, we embarked on board the “ Southampton.” 
Through some mistake I had no berth or mess appointed me, and 
knew not where to get rations or put my things,—such as bag 
with clothes, &c., or where to find a hammock to lay down, much 
less where to practise religious duties, for the whole of the day. 
Toward evening one of the 60th Rifles told me I could have some 
bread and meat, though he did not know to whom it belonged. 
He was a total stranger to me and, thinking he had a sinister 
appearance, I could not muster up courage to ask a blessing upon 
it, as was my wont. Thus the enemy got an advantage, which 
was never recovered on board all the way home. Stived up as 
we were, my need of Christ was now more keenly felt than when 
quietly quartered with friends and brethren. To live to his 
honour and glory was the desire of my heart; but how to per¬ 
form here was beyond my strength. I was in great darkness of 
mind ; and I could only account for this from the fact that I was 
closely connected with the most hardened of men ; men who had 
seen death and braved it in all its forms ; also the inconvenience 
to the flesh to which I was subjected, and the having only just 
enough religion to make me miserable and not enough to make 
me comfortable. Satan often accused me of cowardice, in which 
conscience sided; while Christ was now and then looked upon as 
a Refuge for a pursued sinner. 

The next snare I fell into was, to give way to lightness and 
levity ; self-condemnation following as a natural result. Having 
two hands and two legs tbe main portion of the work as orderly 
fell upon me ; but such a lot of murmurers and complainers it 
had never been my hap to be among. I was for peace, but they 
were always for war; and determined they were to have it; 
seemingly bent on driving every religious sentiment out of my 
heart by making me quarrel with them. This cured me of my 
levity, till I cared but little to speak to the men of my mess. 
There were only five of them, and the more I tried to please the 
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more displeased and discontented they became. My existence 
was not enviable. 

When near the Cape 'of Good Hope I caught a violent cold, 
which brought on fever and ague. Being very ill indeed I did 
not think I should survive the voyage ; for we had to consign to. 
the deep one who had suffered from the same cause. A large 
blister was applied to the bowels, a very uncomfortable thing in a 
hammock, the vessel rolling and pitching more than usual. 
None would bring me even a drink of tea without grumbling 
about the trouble, though they had nothing to do. I, in my 
turn, began to murmur at the hard dealings of God; while others 
were blessed with health, sickness was my portion. All my bad 
health and sufferings, internal and external, came before me, and 
self-pity and wretchedness held me fast. My good works as a set¬ 
off were deficient, of course. Why the men of the mess should 
so hate and despise me I could not understand ; except from the 
fact that selfishness, ingratitude, and laziness are the fruits and 
effects of the fall; certainly, the exemplification of my religion by 
outward observance was not the cause. I earnestly begged that I 
might never cross the ocean again as a soldier. Some eighteen 
months after, this petition was pointed out to me as answered by 
a corporal at the depot, who spoke in my behalf when a colour- 
sergeant was doing all he could to send me back to the regiment. 
The efforts of the latter, however, had the opposite effect from 
that he intended. 

If the whole of the men of the vessel had been picked over, I 
believe from my very soul that a more detestable, unfeeling, 
abominable five could not have been found. Death would have 
been preferable to another voyage with them. The more for¬ 
bearance I showed the more emboldened they were. I was 
“ chastened,” but no peaceful fruits were discovered. I was cold, 
dead, hard, ungrateful; despising the rod, or fainting at the re¬ 
bukes. These were the chief features that ever and anon dis¬ 
closed themselves. At St. Helena 1 was much better. One part 
of the voyage they would not let me hang my hammock, con¬ 
sequently I had to lay down on the cold deck. If I reasoned or 
remonstrated with them they threatened that they would strike 
me. If it had not been for my own self-respect, no doubt they 
would long before have felt that I could play the same game; 
my fingers itched to administer some salutary tuition, for their lies, 
slander, calumny, and reproach were provoking to the last degree. 

After fifteen weeks of this miserable, monotonous voyage, we 
landed at Gravesend on July 19th. I had enjoyed but one com¬ 
fortable feeling from God’s presence all the way, and that very 
transient. It took place in this way : Being upon the forecastle, 
I saw a man of the 60th Rifles, who had lost his leg at Delhi, 
telling some others about the large biscuit works at Reading. As 
I was quite close I could hear all he said; and when prompted 
to ask what he knew, or how he knew anything about it, he said, 
“ Well, I worked there.” The dream related came fresh to my 
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mind, and the faithfulness of God was looming in the distance. 
A persuasion entered my mind that I should work there again; 
and I had no more question about it than I had of being on the 
vessel; from my inmost soul I thanked and praised the Lord for 
the prospect. 

All my thoughts ran on getting my discharge in answer to 
prayer; as “believing” was sure to bring it to pass, according 
to the views entertained by the “Brethren;” which views this 
poor simpleton had not wholly vomited up; supposing the all¬ 
wise Promise-Maker was bound to answer because he had said, 
“ Ask, and it shall be given. For, every one that asketh, re¬ 
ceive th! ” I had eaten too much of this honey, and now these 
sweet words must be lost. 

The doctors at Chatham snubbed me about because I could not 
distinctly hear the questions they put to me. They sent me to 
Yarmouth to be incarcerated till patience wore out, and then to 
my duty. Disappointment lay like a canker-worm at the root of 
all happiness; and all hope of getting from my servitude came 
to an end after six weeks’ imprisonment. Then they sent me to 
Chatham with hearing bad, breath short, and anything but fit for 
the duties of a soldier. 

The morning I left Yarmouth it was chilly, and my blood being 
thin I felt the cold until I got a couple of drams of rum. This 
made me quite talkative, which was quite different to my general 
bearing. Gloom, dejection, and silence had been my habit so 
long that it seemed a relief to open my mouth and say something. 
The drink had made me light-hearted, and it enabled me to 
banish my griefs, or to forget them as much as possible. When 
I got to barracks, I treated a couple of old drinkers to a few 
drams and sat some time with them; a thing I could not have 
done a few months before. Some feelings of disgust at all religion 
at times crept over me, seeing the impracticability, as I thought, of 
carrying on any profession. Pliariseeism, Methodism, and Bre- 
threnism were torn to shreds. No hint, word, or intimation came 
from Him “ who is made wisdom ” to his people. Conscience was 
getting hardened through the deceitfulness of sin. Tender, 
gracious, godly fear was not brought into exercise by the Spirit’s 
operations. The futile attempts to reanimate, or put life into 
my legal spirit, were come to an end. I was out of breath. I 
had run to bring back my comforts, and all my working spirit was 
drained off. It was Saturday evening when I joined the depot, 
and I was exempted from church parade, which grieved me not; 
for lip-service was a thing of the past, or left to mimics. 

My thoughts of home and my furlough were about all that 
occupied my mind, until Thursday, when it was given me, with 
£9 some odd shillings as money for loss of kit, accumulation of 
pay on passage, &e., and to Reading I went. 

Eight long years, or nearly, had gone since I had seen the 
streets of my native town. My heart much palpitated as I 
alighted. The joy was intense on all sides, and the mercy of the 
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Lord had to be acknowledged in word, if not in deed and in truth. 
Being extremely weak I was quite exhausted by making such 
haste to my long-left home. The excitement was so extreme we 
hardly knew wliat to say first. Nothing could be heard but 
“ My son Tom ; my dear boy ! ” Many old companions came in 
to congratulate, in hope of getting some drink; but my de¬ 
meanour towards them was cold and reserved. The main object 
of my heart was to carry on religious work and perform my vows ; 
because my request had been granted: “He gave them their 
request, but sent leanness into their soul.” (Ps. cvi. 15.) This 
is the record of God’s dealings. “ It is not of him that willetli, 
nor of him that runneth, but God that showeth mercy.” 

My parents, sisters, and cousins were a power in their carnality 
never taken into calculation; a power to drag down to earth and 
earthly things, beyond all precedent in my converted years. To 
cope with it with what little spirituality was left was impossible. 
Desires for seeking the Lord were faint and few; while the 
absence of any new fire infused from the altar left the damps of 
spiritual death to steal upon the mind ; until the truth of Paul’s 
words was written in soul-feeling: “ To be carnally-minded is 
death.” A drink of beer now and again caused the habit of tip¬ 
pling to be gaining ground. This was seen, felt, and grieved 
over with bitter tears, which, my mother seeing, made her feel 
for me, though she could not understand, as due bounds were not 
exceeded. The probable consequences brought on a gloom which 
hovered about me the whole six weeks of my furlough, making it 
desirable that I should get back to Chatham. My heart was full 
of rebellion because I was deceived. I had not obtained a dis¬ 
charge to enable me to seek a quiet home from military life and a 
living by honest toil. In my imagination, a heaven had been 
pictured of the life of a Christian who could attend his place of 
worship on a Sunday, free from all the scenes of wickedness. 
Now, 1 had no alternative but to glide down with the stream and 
let things take their course. As God was not careful for his 
honour why should I try to be ? In this state of soul-desertion 
all hope in the creature was dried up. Though religious people 
of the neighbourhood sometimes visited me they knew nothing of 
my feelings, or the darkness of mind that enveloped me. A few 
friends of Mr. W’s church wished me to meet them and give an 
account of my call by grace, as they knew me before in my boy¬ 
hood. They were Calvinistic in creed, and maintained and con¬ 
tended for the doctrines of grace. They wanted to find out 
whether the doctrine of election was a part of my belief. I had 
often revolved this subject in my mind, but had no settled belief. 
Sometimes Arminianism brought down the scale, because of the 
general tenor of the exhortations to all men apparently sanction¬ 
ing the idea that the creature has power. These friends urged 
according to the letter, which was well stored in my memory ; 
but my judgment in the matter being divided I could not dispute, 
though I was not thoroughly convinced for all that. One remark 
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I made as touching God’s electing love was, “ Whatever could 
God see to induce him to love such an ungodly sinner as I was, 
particularly when he stopped me in my wild career?” “No¬ 
thing at all,” was their reply, “ but because he would love, and 
manifest his love to his elect.” Strange doctrine to me ; plausible 
enough, but legality and unbelief kept it out. In fact, I resisted 
the idea of God loving some in particular. An instance occurs to 
my mind of another time, when I was young in the way, of the 
resistance I manifested against only a mere hint at the doctrine. 

I wrote some letters to a friend in London, whose son, now in 
a consumption, had been my playmate in boyhood. In one I 
pointed out to him his state and condition as a sinner before God; 
in the last I endeavoured to pourtray.in glowing terms, and with 
Scripture to back it, the pardoning love and mercy of God as I felt 
and enjoyed it, and the freeness of salvation for guilty sinners. 
The Lord blessed it to his soul. He had it read many times 
during his declining days, and just before he expired, he said, 
“ Read poor Tom Witts’s letter once more, it was so consoling.” 
A minister to whom the mother showed it remarked that, “No 
doubt the writer was a vessel of mercy.” When I read the com¬ 
munication in which this was related I experienced a decided feel¬ 
ing of antagomism to the expression. “ Are not all 1 vessels of 
mercy,’ said I ? ” “ To be sure they are,” seemed the conclusive 
reply. Religious people visited the poor consumptive, but none 
were made a blessing save the poor soldier with liis pen, 16,000 
miles away. The sovereignty of God was clear even in the 
incident itself, to say nothing of the way in which the writer had 
been dealt with. If the experience of the doctrine by the Reading 
friends had been appealed to it would, in my judgment, have been 
the strongest proof of that blessed doctrine being according to 
godliness. Text upon text quoted did nothing but shut the mouth, 
for it had not been revealed to me. 

To return. I attended at their place of worship, and they urged 
me to go through the ordinance of baptism, as they knew my 
views upon that point. Having a presentiment of a slip or fall 
into open sin, the issue depending on my own strength, which 
had been considerably weakened in the way, the idea could not 
be entertained for a moment. Only one lift was felt in attending 
the place, and that from the Word itself, with a little sweetness 
and power: “Fear not, Abram; I am thy shield, and thy 
exceeding great reward.” (Gen. xv. 1.) 

My brother in the Marines told me plainly in a letter that I 
made too much of religion, and received me very coldly when I 
saw him. There were so many things to vex and annoy, some 
which may not be named, as the people who caused them are de¬ 
parted out of this world, that I began to be eager to get back to 
Chatham, to serve the rest of my time—two years and five months. 

One event which had a bearing on the future was, my becoming 
acquainted with a daughter of one of Mr. W.’s members, who 
subsequently became my wife. I was glad to get away on this 
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account, for she was continually in my thoughts, and I thought I 
could forget her in barracks. But this was a mistake, as others 
have found. “ Absence makes the heart grow fonder!” We were 
married a few months after by permission from my commanding 
officer. God’s providence in and through the whole affair was 
remarkable ; but I suppress, at least for the present, except where 
a profitable hint may be thrown out. 

Now for the dark spots of my sable character again. There is 
one great and all-important reason why I should expose myself, 
which is,—to show forth to others “ the riches of God’s grace ; ” 
though numerous thoughts and many temptations have come to 
me to keep back a part of the price, and so lessen my guiltiness 
by hiding these darker portions of my history. It may be that 
some poor backslider, who, perchance, may be rolling in the mud 
of his polluted nature and walking after the flesh, which he had 
escaped for a time, and the corruptions that are in the world 
through lust, may receive encouragement to hope for recovering 
grace. 

On Nov. 10th, I packed up my things and started for Chatham, 
not before having a glass or two of rum, ale, &c., on the way to 
the railway station; and it was evident to myself that I was the 
worse for it, for I felt nearly intoxicated. The benumbed state of 
my conscience kept her quiet for the time ; but when going into 
barracks, a dejection seized hold of me which I could not shake 
off. I was stung with a feeling of guilt, had not a penny to get 
any more drink, had two years more to be in the army, and a host 
of other things to distress, and worst of all, all my religion was 
gone ? The dealings of God made me hate him, and to retaliate 
was a relief. Only one man at the depot knew of my profession 
of religion in the regiment. He came home with us, but he knew 
but little of me in that respect, being a volunteer from another 
regiment out there. The men at the depot did not know of it; 
and whatever little life or feeling there might be inside I deter¬ 
mined there should be none outside. Five or six weeks passed 
away, about like the old style before going to India; living in 
secret and open sin, but keeping the outside tolerably decent. 
All restraint was not yet thrown off, the grosser sins not being 
committed. Jesting and telling yarns to the young recruits to 
smother my own gloomy thoughts of futurity was had recourse 
to now and then. The morning dram of grog, as soon as parade 
was over, Sundays not excepted, was indulged in to drive away 
the despondency of my mind, which a few glasses would often 
effect; but sober reflection brought a reaction, and the condem¬ 
nation of the law was again felt, more or less, in its terrors, 
though I had no power to break off my sins by righteousness. 
Many a device was acted upon to start again ; but no, the way of 
works was come to an end, the helplessness of the creature was a 
doctrine to be learnt by a painful six months’ experience, as well 
as assented and consented to because inside the covers of the 
Bible. Salvation by grace was to be more lastingly stamped upon 
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the heart than at first, after five years’ reading of it in the Word 
of the Infallible, for it now read me. 

Such was my vain conceit of creature power, I thought I could 
serve the Lord acceptably if I were only differently circumstanced; 
that if a place of privacy was allotted me to read, pray, and 
meditate away from others, it would help in such a manner that 
I could recover my former consistency and work in the old tram¬ 
mels, not seeing the need, yea, the deep necessity, of the Spirit’s 
gracious influence and operations on the heart to make me ‘ ‘ fruit¬ 
ful in every good word and work, and established in the same.” (2 
Tliess. ii. 17.) The truth was, communication from Him was and 
had been a hidden secret for many, many months. All the thoughts 
of my heart were known to him who knows what is in man. This 
important fact was again made manifest by what followed, and 
for the hundredth time made a deep-seated conviction. But the 
events that followed also showed that God would sometimes give 
the supposed requirements according to deluded notions and legal 
fancies ; that his truth might have an abiding, yea, in the very 
vitals of my heart; not a “ yea, yea,” and a “ nay, nay ; ” but a 
“ yea and amen.” 

One day, when musing, the thought occurred, “If I had a 
situation as officer’s servant what a splendid chance I should 
have alone in the kitchen to foster good desires; for every servant 
has his master’s own private apartments. No petition was put 
up ; but prayer was in the bud, and if l had been asked, “ What 
wilt thou that I should do for thee?”it would have been as re¬ 
lated. 

Shortly after, to my great surprise, though not a word had I 
uttered in regard to it, the colour-sergeant asked if I would go as 
a servant to a young officer who would join the depot that even¬ 
ing. “ Yes,” was the ready response. That the Lord had had 
compassion on me, by opening a way for my escape, was beyond 
all question, and a nominal thanks was returned. My reserve of 
human power was soon reduced. 

When the young gentleman arrived I paid him a visit, telling 
him I was his servant, that my hearing was not good, but that I 
would do all that I could to oblige him. We were mutually 
agreed, and a nice young fellow he was ; and when I subsequently 
saw myself to be such a rascal, it struck me sometimes, as my 
iniquities stared me in the face, he was worthy of a better servant; 
one that was honest at all events. My new sphere of action 
brought new and strong temptations, and made the old ones more 
overpowering than before. My master was a gay young gentle¬ 
man just let out from home, with plenty of money, and sur¬ 
rounded with all the opportunities to indulge the flesh in every 
way. This fanned up all the embers of my long-dormant 
passions ; which had been smothered and stifled for years through 
a tender fear of God, long and pining sickness, and lack of 
opportunities ; but they were now nurtured in various ways ; for 
while he was gone to parade I could be there alone with the young 
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and beautiful ladies be brought home at night. Being an officer’s 
servant, I had no parades to attend, except special full parades. 
The reader, if as old as the writer, can judge pretty well the 
effects produced upon one who was no novice in iniquity, when 
left a prey to all the obscenity of a vile imagination and pent-up 
fires. I was again bound with the cords of my sins. As Solomon 
says: “ His own iniquities shall take the wicked himself, and he 
shall be holden with the cords of his sins.” (Prov. v. 22.) I 
blush while the remembrance is before me, and this has often 
been the ease since. Christmas was near and he gave me five 
shillings for a Christmas-box. This became a snare and a lash 
for many weeks; for the devil incited me to purchase an article 
that I believed had been stolen; but its worth, and the small 
sum of five shillings to obtain it, made me look upon it with 
covetous eyes till, in secret, the bargain was struck. Hell in 
my conscience, the unlawful object in my pocket, and fears as to 
detection, were strong and numerous. 

The liquor-chest of my master was well-furnished, and he left 
the bottles about on the table after a social glass with a brother 
officer, exposed to my longing appetite. They seemed to say: 
“Drink his health,” therefore it was hard for me to say which 
drank most of his liquors, he or I. He had several sorts, and it 
was a matter of small moment to me which I partook of. What 
was left on the table over-night was taken tithe of in the morn¬ 
ing as soon as the time admitted of my being there. As his 
rackety way of going on was kept quiet by me we never had any 
disagreement, but were pretty familiar in many respects. Muddled 
with drink, and all hope of any amendment entirely gone, I 
thought but little of consequences, or the impropriety of my con¬ 
duct ; so much so, that at Christmas I made no secret of my 
drinking propensities. Indeed, my folly was on a par with that 
of the others, and for two or three days sin and iniquity were 
drunk in like water. I was covered with shame and confusion 
when my comrades made such remarks as led to hearty laughs 
some days after. As a servant of Satan, he caused his children 
to be partial to me, as their manner plainly indicated. Though 
this was the case, at heart I thoroughly detested my goings on. 
I was a strange compound. 

One thing more than all the rest caused me much rebellion, as 
well as anxiety. At the officer’s mess servants had to wait at 
table. Loss of hearing incapacitated me, for I had to ask two or 
three times what was required; this made me look like a fool in a 
room full of officers, who understood not the cause. It was in¬ 
convenient to them to repeat their wishes, and most disgusting to 
me to appear so out of place; it seemed as if my master was 
laughed at for having a fool or a “ duffer ” for a servant. Again 
the Author, or Permitter, of the impairment of that faculty was 
regarded with no favourable eye. If he had charges against me, 
there were grievances in my breast that had met with no redress. 
Thus the contention went on, and I “ reproved God.” (Job xl. 2.) 
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The answering out of the whirlwind had not yet reached me; 
neither was I vile in my own eyes; nor could self-abhorrence 
take possession of me until the appointed time. So much was 
the waiting at table disliked that it seemed as if the only thing 
to be done was to leave and go back to my duty. But in a few 
days the young officers were to go to Eastbourne for three or four 
weeks’ target practice; this would be some relief and afford a 
change. ' This was a time of idleness, as I had only to look after 
my master’s property and keep his things clean. My daily pay, 
servant’s wages, and what was stolen, kept up the funds re¬ 
markably well, and there was always abundance to satisfy my 
thirst for liquor while I was there. But as I did not drink 
enough to render me incapable, or to prevent my walking straight, 
and as I said but little when I had imbibed, my master was quite in 
the dark as to the insobriety of his servant until within a few days 
of leaving, when disgrace and default sent me back to the ranks. 
Hardened beyond all conception, and guilty of things which would 
have brought the cat-o’-nine-tails about me had it been known, 
I looked upon myself with unfavourable sentiments. At times I 
was as full of hate, wrath, rage, and desperation, as the most 
desperate sinner that walked the earth. 

I would, out of respect to myself, suppress the following,-only 
for this reason—I make no pretension to being worse or better 
than the restof fallen mankind. On one occasion, finding a small 
key, curiosity prompted me to see if it would fit my master’s cash- 
box, not having the slightest intention of ever taking a sixpence. 
I felt confident of my own honesty; for a week or two previously 
I had found some money which I could have kept without fear of 
detection, but which I offered to him, when he told me to keep it. 
Looking in at the glittering gold lying loosely and in abundance 
made me soon lock it up again and depart. Alas ! I was left 
to develop the seeds of our corrupt nature, and the blackness of 
my own in particular. I became susceptible to every new tempta¬ 
tion that came in my path. Having got into difficulties one day, 
the thought struck me how easy it would be to extricate myself 
by extracting one of those glittering pieces ; there would be plenty 
left and there was no fear of discovery. “ Lust” had conceived, 
and “ it brought forth sin.” When reflection, cool reflection came 
to me, and I was less under the influence of alcohol, my detestation 
of the crime was much increased on account of my master’s kind¬ 
ness and generosity. For instance; when he came first to the 
depot he noticed my shortness of breath and gave me a note to his 
chemist to get a bottle of cod liver oil. He also showed me kind¬ 
ness in other ways which did me great good; for, notwithstand¬ 
ing my bad goings on, better health was enjoyed than for four or 
five years past. All the time we were at Eastbourne was spent by 
me at the public house, when not engaged in playing at dominoes 
and other fooleries with those who frequented the place. My 
pastime, when alone, was to hear the cries of an outraged 
conscience, till I was afraid, from the enormity of my guilt, that 
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the roof would fall in and crush ray worthless carcass, sending 
my sin-stained soul to a never-ending hell. Repentance, that is 
genuine, godly sorrow, was not given ; though at times I shed a 
copious flood of legal tears over ray wretched condition, and prayed 
for deliverance. Still, there was a certain amount of hardness of 
heart at the bottom; a holding fast to deceit, and a returning to 
my own course as “ the horse ruslieth into the battle.” I was 
not yet experimentally dead to the law; or slain to all hope in 
self: “Why then is this people of Jerusalem slidden back by a 
perpetual backsliding? They hold fast deceit, they refuse to return. ’ 

(Jer. viii. 5.) 0, the stubbornness, the perversity, the desperate 

devilism of a deceitful heart! Who can know it ? Only He that 
bounds its issue. What deceptions it practices upon even the 
best of men and women ; if there be any best when “ God hath 
concluded all under sin.” 

Still, in outward life, through circumstances, education, and 
by grace, men differ widely. But who made them to differ? 
(Gen. xx. 6.1 The same who let the thief pay the penalty of his 
crimes on the cross, yet spoke to the learned Pharisee, when in his 
murderous career he was persecuting the saints of Christ to 
the death. Open wickedness and supposed righteousness made 
both alike in God’s account; viz., enemies by wicked works. To 
subscribe to the prophet’s testimony was not out of place then to 
the writer: “ But we are all as an unclean thing, and all our 
righteousnesses are as filthy rags ; and we all do fade as a leaf; 
and our iniquities, like the wind, have carried us away.” (Isa. 
lxiv. 6.) The making clean the outside of the cup and platter 
removes none of the extortion and excess of our modern Scribes 
and Pharisees; for it leaks out and comes to light from even 
those of the Temperance class who belong to this or that order 
of society. 

Perhaps some of the “ Total Abstinence ” party with their 
“ stepping-stone to the gospel,” as an advocate said once in my 
hearing, would say, “ If you had taken the pledge it would have 
been a preventive.” All I can say in reply is, the pledge of God’s 
love would have kept me, and no other; for I was as staunch 
three years before, without any pledge, as the most rigid observer 
of his oath could possibly be. Some believe that it only requires 
a man to be an abstainer to become a Christian; that abstinence 
must be first, before God will regenerate by his Spirit. But I 
know and am persuaded that if the love of God is enjoyed the 
love of everything else goes out; yea, that which is most dearly 
held but least perceived, I mean the love of the world. Many a 
man has become a teetotaller, not from a love to God, or a love 
of purity, honesty, or chastity, but from a love of money; some 
of them being the most niggardly, mean, and idolatrous of all 
nominal Christians. If the matter could be thoroughly sifted 
and we could ascertain the motive that actuates each individual 
abstainer from spirituous liquors, it would, perhaps, be found that 
in forty-nine cases out of fifty, love to self, or a pretension to in- 
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duce others was the motive cause. To get a name among men 
as doers of good; to be heard, known, and applauded, is the 
mainspring of action of most leaders of Temperance Societies, 
Associations, or bodies. We approve of all those characters who 
abstain from drink for fear of sinning against God, to mortify the 
“ Old Man ” and the deeds of the body, and who eat and drink 
to the glory of God, “giving him thanks;” as enjoined and 
carried out under the Spirit’s influence. (Col. iii. 5 ; Korn. viii. 
18; 1 Cor. x. 31.) “For whatsoever is not of faith is sin.” 
(Rom. xiv. 23.) However approved by man, yet in the eyes of 
Infinite Purity, and from his own voice, they bear no better name 
than “ workers of iniquity.” Many will lay claim in that day, as 
they do now, to having done many wonderful works. Wonderful 
they may be in their own eyes, and to admiring crowds. How 
great will be the astonishing at the final gathering of all nations, 
to hear the fulfilment of, “ Then will I profess unto them, I never 
knew you; depart from me, ye that work iniquity.” (Matt, 
vii. 23.) 

Is it not clear that the drunkard and the covetous are on a 
level as to any part or inheritance in the kingdom of heaven? 
Though covetousness be hidden sometimes, and carried on without 
being so much reprobated as the sin of drunkenness, yet it is 
idolatry as much as the sin of he who clutches the glass and the 
bottle ; both are excluded from the New Jerusalem, and the white¬ 
washed teetotaller, destitute of grace, is gathered with the polluted 
herd of the worst classes of fallen humanity : “ For without are 
dogs, and sorcerers, and whore-mongers,andmurderers, and idola¬ 
ters, and whosoever lovetli and maketli a lie.” ‘ ‘ For this ye know, 
that no unclean person, nor covetous man, who is an idolater, 
hath any inheritance in the kingdom of Christ and of God.” (Epli. 
v. 5 ; Rev. xxii. 15) 

Nothing can be said against total abstinence, except the de¬ 
lusions of its adherents; who make it a claim and title to heaven. 
A moral good may be made a spiritual evil. I have ceased to 
partake of intoxicating liquors, and I could write bitterly against 
its practice myself, but the delusion it fosters is apparent. Be¬ 
sides, the branches of that fraternity are numerous enough. 

Some time ago, some who are more nice than wise in one of 
the churches of Sydney were for having water instead of wine at 
the celebration of the Lord’s Supper, because they did not want 
their pledge violated. This I was told for a fact by one whose 
veracity I question not. This straining at a gnat seemed excel¬ 
lent in their prudent eyes, no doubt; at the same time they were 
gulping down errors in camel-sized proportions. Such ways are 
odious in the eyes of those whose religion consists in “ righteous¬ 
ness, and peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost.” (Rom. xiv. 17,18.) 

They also said that God cannot make a Christian until these 
men have made them total abstainers; and, “If a man, using his 
liberty as a professor of the principles of godliness, should use 
any fermented liquor and give God thanks the question arises 
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whether he can be a Christian at all!” Are not these delusions? 
Does it not prove that these advocates are totally ignorant of the 
experience of this sublime sentence, ‘‘By mercy and truth iniquity 
is purged; and by the fear of the Lord men depart from evil.” 
(Prov. xvi. 6.) 

A sober man is to be preferred to a drunkard. We cannot see 
one of the latter class without feeling both disgust and pity; but 
temperance in all things is what I aim. at, however short I may 
come of it. To be “ sober minded,” instead of being drunken 
with error and delusion, is the main object, or at least should be, 
of those who “name the name of Christ, and depart from all such 
iniquity; because the foundation stands sure.” (2 Tim. ii. 19.) 
To think of one’s self according to the Divine Testimony, i.e., 
“ soberly,” instead of so highly, is to be a sober man in God’s 
account. (Rom. xii. 2, 3.) These are not conformed to the world’s 
maxims of a carnal religion, as Arminian and Calvinist are in our 
day. That religion stamps its own name and carries its death¬ 
like odour with it to the eyes and nose of all those who have been 
“ emptied from vessel to vessel,” and who have had their scent 
changed from a natural to a supernatural religion. I could fill 
pages on the delusions so rife, but I forbear now. 

Returning to the gloomy shades of my own history, I must re¬ 
late how free-will had driven me to the worst of courses, under 
the influence of the devil and carnal reason. Wounded pride, 
self-will, self-righteousness, and rebellion, had put me farther 
away from all hopes of salvation so far as anything I could do in 
the matter was concerned than it did five years before. My sins 
then were more from ignorance, love to sin, and force of habit. 
Now, my abominable life and walk arose from the rebellion and 
evil surmisings of a deceived heart, turning me aside. This set 
me to war against the dealings of God, as contrary to what I had 
hoped, begged for, and intreated against. I was beset with ques¬ 
tionings, such as, “Where is the truth of Jno. xiv. 13, 14, and a 
score of passages ?” “ Where is the fulfilment in your experience ?" 
was the question which caused the contention. I could not love 
gross open sin as formerly, because of the bitter ingredients left 
behind; and the sweets sucked from it were so scanty that they 
were often worthless in my estimation. How to break away I did 
not know. I thought I had better leave my situation as officer’s 
servant, for, in my ordinary duty as a private I should be kepi 
more constantly employed, and have less money and more loneli¬ 
ness when on sentry by night and by day. Not being able to leave 
without assigning reasons which were best known to myself I got 
put into the guard-room shortly after returning to Chatham for 
absence without leave. The colonel gave me six days to barracks 
but did not take away my good conduct badge. He sent me to 
my duty, which was a relief. When I went to leave my servant’s 
clothes and tell the young gentleman that I had left his service, 
he said, “ How is it you have so altered to what you once were ? 
Why, I heard that you were one of the most pious men in the 
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regiment.” No dagger that ever entered the breast of mortal man 
caused more intense pain than this poignant but unintentional 
thrust occasioned me. I made no reply. He was sorry I was 
leaving him. My bleeding conscience felt his words as they 
sounded in my ears, and I reflected on the past and the present. 

I was an apostate, a rebel, a tippler, a thief, &c., without hope, 
and without God in the world; disgraced in character, and 
odious to myself in many respects; yea, most detestable, as 
conscience brought before me my degraded state. I could not 
repent, I did not want to go on in sin, and to profess religion 
was out of the question. A melancholy gloom overspread my 
mind and I seldom spoke to anyone unless addressed. A sergeant 
remarked to some others that I was “ on the stool of repentance.” 
Shame and confusion of face was upon me when I remembered 
my zeal for religion and my stern opposition to anything deroga¬ 
tory to God’s honour. 0, how I stank in my own nostrils! What 
a despicable-looking object I appeared, as ever and anon the 
blush of honest conscience showed her outraged visage to my 
sober judgment! Astonishment seized me when the remembrance 
came to me of my lying, as I had in soul feeling in days that 
were past, in the very bosom of Christ. Am I lost? was the 
question I asked. A secret hope lay at the bottom that recovery 
was possible, though, if election were true, there was not the 
slightest hope for me in outward appearance. Free-will was now 
only paralyzed. Seeing others going to a place of worship one 
Sunday evening, the wish to go seemed to steal into my mind. A 
petition to the Lord to deliver me out of the state I was then in 
went out of my heart, from an impulse that was something like 
my past feelings, when communion with the Lord was frequent, 
warm, and with heavenly confidence. The next day the colour- 
sergeant told me to hold myself in readiness to go on detachment 
to Gravesend to relieve another who had to come in for target 
practice. He being the only one of the 52nd Regiment there I 
was brought among total strangers altogether and separated from 
those who knew me in Chatham ; for which I was very glad. I 
determined in my own mind to keep from forming any acquaint¬ 
ance with openly profane men. The men all belonged to the 
10th Regiment. I felt some soft touches in the conscience ; and 
having no more a spirit of contention with God as to his right of 
disposing of me as he thought fit, I turned my eyes once more 
upon religion.* Besides, I felt grateful to God for so soon 
delivering me from worldly friendship in Chatham, in answer to 
my request. 

A young soldier of the 10th, quartered in my room, soon formed 
a friendship with me; and as he was a moral man we conversed 
together upon Bible subjects. He wished me to go and see his 
friends in the town. They were Wesleyans, but I thought it 

* Taking a retrospect, it seems to have been absolutely necessary I should 
have such fruits developed in order to shatter the deep-seated Pharisaism 
and legal conceit then existing. 
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mattered little what creed or sentiments they held. At any rate, 
it would be better than living without religious friends, as in 
Chatham. I wanted to go to some place of worship, and the 
Wesleyan was as good as any other, as far as my judgment went. 
Those friends were very kind to me, but to understand the help¬ 
lessness of the creature in the way it had been so painfully taught 
me was far from their perception; and to give all the glory to 
God of a sinner saved from himself was out of their line. 

Never did I get one ray of light upon my path when hearing 
the Word preached. “ Do, and live,” was the sum and substance. 
I had done all I could, and could only move now and then, as the 
Lord inclined my heart; which he did by prompting to privacy 
and seeking his face. 

One Sunday, my eyes came upon a verse in the hymn-book 
which exactly expressed my feelings : 

“ Let all the schemes that men devise 
Assault my soul with treacherous art; 

I’d call them vanity and lies, 

And bind the gospel to my heart.” 

0, wliat compunction I felt for the sins of my past conduct in 
despising that blessed gospel, which was now again dearer to me 
than everything beside. My base ingratitude to my indulgent 
God filled me with such indignation against my awful pride and 
rebellion that I saw his forbearance to me was marvellous. If 
he had tried me by afflictions and cross providences, I had tried 
his love, patience and long-suffering. Sweet and precious did 
the grace of God appear to my wondering eyes as my icy heart 
dissolved beneath the rays of the Sun of righteousness. When 
alone, tears of contrition, real godly sorrow, filled eyes and heart 
to overflowing, when I remembered that my black deeds were 
against light, knowledge, the goodness of God, the love of Christ, 
and every binding tie that could endear his Maker to a sinful 
creature. Yea ; all against my better judgment and mercies 
innumerable. These feelings produced the most penitential 
grief I ever knew. Yet the knowledge in the letter of the doctrines 
of grace was still hidden and I had no clear ideas in my mind 
as to what really saved the soul; whether wholly and solely 
of grace, apart from the creature, or whether God had done his 
part, and man had his left him to do. The Wesleyans often 
advocated the beauty of their leaven of insincerity and falsehood, 
instead of the unleavened bread of sincerity and truth. The 
sour smell was not at all pleasant or congenial to me ; but not 
being established in anything, it was wisdom on my part to keep 
silent, as they were very kind to me. 

The young man took me one Sunday to Nortlifleet to see 
a Presbyterian minister, with whom I conversed upon the things 
of God with more freedom ; for he was nearer the letter of 
Truth, according to my apprehensions of it. He showed me 
much friendship and goodwill, and on one occasion asked me to 



A SOLDIER IN INDIA. 


217 


engage in prayer among liis members. Being at liberty, some of 
the poor old women who, perhaps, had never had anything be¬ 
sides milk all their days, were much taken with it; for it was 
the prayer of one who appeared to have just been converted. 

In the Autumn I was called in off detachment, having spent 
five months of the sweetest part of my life. Working for life had 
ceased, the old corrupt nature was subdued, the devil dethroned, 
and conscience was cleansed; I had peace with God, and a good 
hope that all was well; this, together with excellent health, made 
up the heap of mercies of a covenant God. Now for another 
conflict. 

Having to go and face my drinking companions at Chatham 
produced some soul exercise as to the strength I possessed. I had 
to count the cost of making a good stand against the wiles, of the 
devil, the scoffs, jeers, persecution, and reproach I should have 
to bear, and to boldly walk out my profession. I felt much shame 
for the past when among them; and the ridicule entailed by 
bowing the knees in and amidst those I had often entertained 
with my foolish chatter was pointed out and magnified by the 
enemy as an almost insuperable obstacle. It was very evident 
that weakness was on my side, and the liability of falling into the 
light trifling conversation of the barrack room was a besetment 
that followed me close. But when the horrors of condemnation, 
the stings of guilt, the biting remorse, and the terror I was to 
myself when fighting against God were weighed in the other 
scale, the first kicked the beam. “ No cross, no shame, no burden 
equal to that,” said I. “ The road I must take is, to acknowledge 
my God ; and, by his help, I will.” The Lord did not leave me 
to contend alone, but imparted a little strength, enabling me to 
bear the cross and despise the shame; for as soon as I entered, 
the salute, “ a Blue light,” greeted my ears ; I was helped to with¬ 
hold my speech, not “answering a fool according to his folly.” 

A few days of receiving their harmless fire, and a quiet peace¬ 
able reserve, silenced the musketry, and my cross was as light as 
at Gravesend. 

One solemn event happened before my going to Gravesend that 
I had almost forgotten to relate. This related to a man who was 
a companion with me at the ale-house. He was a corporal. 
Coming in one morning off duty, he began swearing about some 
inconvenience or trouble he had had while boiling a couple of 
eggs. He sat down to the table and began his breakfast; sud¬ 
denly he threw up his arms, fell back off the form, and expired. 
One young man standing by said, “ That is a solemn warning, 
chaps.” Whether it was made such to him I know not; certain 
it is, a few months later found him also numbered with the dead ; 
while all the outward stoicism of the writer, at the sudden de¬ 
parture of the former, was unaccompanied by the least fear or 
awe ; so hardened, apparently, had he become. Warnings with¬ 
out do but little good if the Spirit warns not within. 

Two or three weeks had gone by and, though contented and 
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serene, the thought crossed my mind, “ If you were in a situation 
as cook for the sergeants’ mess it would just suit you.” We were 
on parade at the time in the barrack-yard. It was only a passing 
thought, and though I entertained it I had no hope or expectation 
of such a desirable place; yet it seems certain that the Lord was 
the Author of it, though lie put no request in my lips for the 
favour. I was alone in the room one Saturday afternoon when 
an old soldier who had known me ever since I had been in the 
regiment was looking round for a steady man to supply his place 
as cook at the sergeants’ mess. His time was complete and he 
would be discharged in a few days. He asked me if I would 
accept the situation ; telling me what privileges, perquisites, &c., 
appertained to it. Moreover, the caterer wanted one of our regi¬ 
ment rather than his own, he being a sergeant in the 24tli Foot. 
As this appeared to be from the Lord nothing could be said 
against it, so we went down to the caterer ; he approved, spoke 
to the colour-sergeant, the sergeant to the officer, and the matter 
was arranged. There I remained until my time of service was 
complete. It was a good billet, and my pocket-money, from one 
source and another, was about two shillings per day ; and I had 
two good conduct badges. But plenty of money, good living, and 
being still in the flesh, laid me open to many internal and external 
temptations; and, though I was a total abstainer, it was a 
struggle to overcome them. Nothing hut the grace and power of 
God could keep a man in such a liot-bed of vice as Chatham ; 
and that alone kept me. 

The young person at Reading often intruded upon my thoughts ; 
in fact she was seldom out of them long together, and I would 
have given anything to have seen her, but had no hope, without 
losing my situation by having a furlough. 

I began to get much into bondage again ; for I attended a 
General Baptist Chapel, and the ministry was as dry and as hard 
as a stick. The exercises of a believer were never traced out, nor 
the line of demarcation ever drawn. A cold, barren, lifeless 
ministry of a mongrel creed, partly Calvinistic and partly Ar- 
minian, was what I went to hear from the young sprig from col¬ 
lege. Not one word of his discourses was ever blessed to my 
soul; and no wonder, for, as Mr. Huntington says, “ God will 
never bless a dead man’s discourse to a living soul.” He may 
bless his own Word to a saint, because it is his Word, I believe ; 
hut as far as observation and experience go, a dead minister can¬ 
not preach from a heartfelt knowledge what he is utterly destitute 
of himself. 

There were two or three reasons for my attending Zion chapel. 
It was nearer the barracks, and I had so short a time after service 
to get home before the last post sounded. It was a Baptist 
church and I was a Baptist in belief. The letter of Truth in its 
simplicity was received, and baptism was looked upon as an 
ordinance of God’s house, though the way to go through it had 
never been clearly opened to me. Besides, in order to keep up an 
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outside appearance of religion and to get some friends it was 
necessary to attend somewhere. 

Seeing me so regular in my attendance on a Sunday evening, 
one of the deacons spoke to me, asking me questions about the 
cause of my coming there, &c. Then he took to calling upon me 
in barracks and at the mess, entering into religious conversation 
very freely. This was very trying ; chiefly on account of his 
having to speak loudly before the scoffer. It was like casting 
pearls before swine; and if they did not rend us they rent our 
religion by their ridicule. This thrusting religion upon those who 
hated and detested it from their very hearts seemed to me unsea¬ 
sonable. He tried to get me to “ work for Christ,” as he called 
it; but, in a spiritual sense, I had enough work to do at home 
without looking about for a job. So he would have found if he 
had been situated as I was, with so many daily cares outside and 
but little strength within. These seemed to say, “Physician, 
heal thyself first.” I had to battle with a host of inconsistencies 
from surrounding influences ; being drawn first one way, anon 
driven another, till the soul was as barren as ‘ ‘ the mountains of 
Gilboa,” having neither dew nor rain. 

One evil thing was, my being so closely connected with irre¬ 
ligious men ; as were the two waiters and the caterer and his 
wife, who was such a vixen that she interfered with me as though 
she was my mistress; whereas, I was servant to the sergeant, 
who had to pay my wages, not to her or to her husband. The 
devil stirred up this \\ Oman to quarrel with me and to drag out 
my evil nature, till I was incautious enough to give utterance to 
many cutting remarks. This set her husband against me ; but 
as I gave great satisfaction to the sergeants as their cook they 
could not eject me. The waiters, one of them especially, envied 
me, because the situation I held was so much better than his, 
and he maintained a constant quarrel. This the Lord saw fit to 
make his own, and finally sent him to his duty. I was then 
enabled to return good for evil; for he was a married man with¬ 
out leave, times were hard, and with nothing but soldier’s pay, 
his fare was short commons. This being the case, hunger and 
necessity caused him to visit mo now and then, when I was able 
to “ heap coals of fire on his head.” (Rom. xii. 20.) 

This situation, like every other, was calculated to pull down 
creature resolutions ; for spiritual life cannot be maintained 
where so much of the opposite is continually pressing it down, 
unless grace is made to superabound. If the Lord were always 
copiously pouring in the oil of his grace the flame of heavenly 
affections would be always in the ascendant. But my free-will had 
recovered somewhat from the fearful stroke received before my 
going to Gravesend; and the genial atmosphere had conduced to 
revive in some measure the old support leaned on : “ Man must do 
something.” Leanness of soul, lack of sound teaching and con¬ 
versation, and, above all, the absence of the Holy Spirit to open 
my understanding to receive the Scripture in its harmony, and 
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in its testimony as to the total inability of man to produce a 
good thought, let alone a good action, left me to wander back 
into legal bondage. It is grieving to think of the sad results 
which the evil influences of barrack life led me into. I did not 
see the absolute necessity of having the good Spirit of God to 
operate, revive, and continue his work; to bedew the soul, 
enlighten the mind, inform the judgment, warm the affections, 
establish the heart, transform the saint to the image of Christ, 
and bring it off from all conformity to the world, religious and 
profane ; to humble the pride and subdue that inveterate self- 
conceit which is a part and parcel of ourselves. Hence the wan¬ 
dering back to Sinai till I was as dark as midnight again. But 
one “ cure-all ” seemed necessary, that was, to get married ; 
then I could read and seek communion with God at home, and 
foster the life of religion that way and no other. But I knew my 
intended hated the sight of the red jacket, and would not consent 
to come there to live in a barrack room. So no hope could 
I get from that source at present. This was another fleshy whim 
of my legal heart. 

I had found no fresh communications or special manifesta¬ 
tions of grace since my return from Gravesend, except when 
going through the ordinance of baptism at Zion. 

This was brought about by the deacon asking me why I did 
not submit to it, when it was so evidently incumbent on believers 
to do so. I had briefly related, when at his, the deacon’s house, 
or at other times, how the Lord had called me by his grace. To 
this, as an act of obedience to my most merciful Lord, I could 
offer no serious objection, for the great Forerunner had gone 
through the same. A few friends heard what 1 had to say and 
the time appointed came round. As I stood at the pool waiting 
to go down into the water, a most blessed feeling came over me ; 
and a view of the suffering Saviour was brought before my eyes, 
with a somewhat solemn realization of the fact that I was pro¬ 
fessing his Name as my only hope; though my mind was be¬ 
clouded as to its real signification. Nevertheless, it was the 
Lord’s ordinance to me ; for I was “ dead,” “ buried,” and 
“ risen,” which was made clear to my understanding in after 
years by pieces in the “ Gospel Standard,” and according to the 
analogy of faith. This was the only time of any refreshing from 
the presence of the Comforter I enjoyed for many months ; nor 
could I look for any while circumstances remained as they were. 

That all things were possible with God was a firm conviction 
of the judgment. The marvellous interpositions of his providence, 
as described in the historical parts of his Word, clearly showed 
this ; and there was not a shadow of doubt in my mind but that, 
if it were his will, he could remove every obstacle and complete 
our union before my time expired. At first it seemed too great 
a blessing to hope for, and the difficulties, apart from the young 
woman, so insurmountable, it was almost ridiculous to think of 
it, much less to hope. But the thought of it had got into my 
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head and there was no getting it out, any more than my beloved 
out of my heart and my affections. She was a modest little 
woman of twenty-one years ; moral and strictly truthful; being 
well-favoured also, she was as an angel in my eyes. 

The blessing of a private room or place for spiritual reading, 
meditation, and prayer, was so desirable for God’s glory that it 
seemed right to pray for it. Said I, “Who can tell? He may 
regard.” At first my hopes were faint when I asked the Lord, 
who is Almighty, to work a compliance in her mind, causing her 
to listen to the matter in a calm way and manner. “ A prudent 
wife is from the Lord. Whoso findeth a wife findetli a good 
thing, and obtaineth favour of the Lord.” (Prov. xviii. 22.) If 
that be the case, it can be no displeasure to him who gives the 
favour, nor is it out of place to write of it, seeing the Holy Ghost 
has given so many accounts in his Word respecting it. He was 
at the marriage of the first pair in Paradise. Christ wrought his 
first miracle at a marriage-feast. The bride and her husband are 
spoken of at the close of the sacred Book, as well as at the open¬ 
ing leaf. “ Marriage is honourable in all.” So, to prayer I went 
for this favour. Feeling encouraged in making my request known, 
I at last broached the subject to her. She replied that if her 
sister’s husband could get employment up there, so that we might 
live together, she would not mind. Here was another mountain 
to be removed. For her sister’s husband to leave a good situation 
and come up to Chatham on speculation was not to be thought of. 
But I believed that the Lord was able to open something, if I 
resorted to prayer with faith. I told the young man to come, as 
the God of Providence would provide. He had not my faith, but 
at last he gave notice to leave and came up to seek another 
situation. 

One of my many migivings was, that I had no money much on 
hand, though I had received two lots of “ Battee ” money for 
service in India. I had lent sums to a man who was then in 
Wales and to another who was with a party at Greenliitlie. How¬ 
ever, the man in Wales sent it as soon as requested, and the other 
promised by a certain time. Then another great difficulty pre¬ 
sented itself; I must gain the permission of the captain and pay- 
sergeant of the company. The first disliked me for misconduct 
some months before; the second, for my present religious con¬ 
formity. To mention the matter and get a denial was to have 
all hope crushed; while to marry without leave was to be deprived 
of the privileges of a married man, as lodging, money, &c. One 
day, when I was busy about the dinner, these words came, as 
audibly as if some one had spoken, yet no one was there: “Ye 
have heard of the patience of Job, and have seen the end of the 
Lord; that the Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy.” In a 
moment my thoughts were fixed in the belief that he would go 
forward and accomplish the whole affair. 

While I was pleading in prayer, he whose brother-in-law I be¬ 
came was trying for a whole week. As he could obtain nothing, 
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I said lie could have the £5 I had and go back. However, it 
occurred to me to ask the deacon of Zion, as he had many friends, 
and he got him a situation. The captain then went on leave of 
absence, and the colour-sergeant had to go on sick furlough. The 
sergeant who was pay-master in the other’s absence was disposed 
to be friendly. When I hinted the matter he said, “ All right; 
get her to send her character and I will get the officer of the 
company to sign it, to present it to the commanding officer.” 
Thus far all ended well. But on the day my beloved came to 
Chatham, in the confusion at the station she left her best clothes 
in a parcel in the train. It, the luggage, went on to the train’s 
destination and was wholly lost. It was a great grief to her, for 
the clothes were worth several pounds, and she was a hard¬ 
working, industrious young woman, having resolved in her own 
mind not to cost me anything in the way of apparel for some time 
after her marriage. I felt much for her; as for the clothes, I was 
troubled but little, for funds were pretty good for such as us ; it 
was a blow to her pride. 

I have given a rather extended account of how my marriage 
was brought about to show how the affairs of the Lord’s people 
are presided over by him who has ordained the time, place, and 
manner in which liis children shall be joined together in that 
bond; which, with the Sabbath, are about the best relics of the 
garden of Eden. 

I often asked the question in my inmost thoughts, “ Is she 
converted?” “Well, she attends a place of worship,” I thought, 
“ and if she is not, why, no doubt prayer, conversation, the in¬ 
fluence of a good example, and sound instruction will do it.” 0, 
the dregs of free-will! 

She was of no particular persuasion, but she attended the 
Primitive Methodist meeting generally, and sometimes her father’s 
place of worship, the Particular Baptist; but she was as dead to 
God as respects soul conversion as she was the day she was 
born. 

Having got a comfortable little home and the object of my 
affections, it turned out that the Lord was not thought much of; 
indeed this idol was master of my heart; and we are told that 
“No man can serve two masters.” This inordinate affection to 
the creature was often evidenced by various circumstances that 
transpired; while my conscience remonstrated with me when a 
disrelish for spiritual things was felt, seen, and made glaringly 
manifest to myself. Many secret reproofs came as month after- 
month went by. The barrenness of my soul made me often very 
uncomfortable; for my wife became more carnal than when she 
first came to Chatham. My base returns stared me in the face. 
After so many conspicuous displays of the goodness of God, in 
giving me every chance to work out my salvation, granting me 
what I required to do it, how had 1 acted ? Why, only slighted 
him, through his bringing to pass the very thing that seemed to 
be necessary to my walking with him. There was no let nor 
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hindrance now, except an idolatrous heart, an evil heart of un¬ 
belief, a deceitful heart, a heart bent to backsliding and blinded 
by the devil. The cause of my not walking in peace and equity 
lay here. This was the plague-spot which was soon to be read 
in the light of the Spirit’s teaching, and confirmed by those 
blessed servants of God who got their credentials from heaven, 
and were able to separate between the precious and the vile ; to. 
make the trumpet give a certain sound, that I might see “what 
it is that saves the soul.” As yet that secret had not been re¬ 
vealed ; I was groping for the wall, like the blind, and “ stumbling 
at noonday as in the night, in desolate places as a dead man.” 
(Isa. lix. 10-12.) 

Every chance had been given me by the God of providence, in 
accordance with the requisites laid down by my reasoning faculties,, 
for serving him, as I thought, acceptably. But the result proved 
beyond all dispute that there was no help in the creature, nor 
from circumstances, apart from the. blessed Spirit’s work inside 
and this had been given by line upon line in the circumstances I 
had passed through, yet unperceived and unappreciated. 

Men talk about a chance to be saved. They say that the 
Calvinistic doctrine leaves no chance for others ; that God is un¬ 
just, and that they would not have such a God; with much more 
of that blasphemy which so abounds in the unsubdued carnal 
heart, where only a natural religion exists, reigns, and controls 
the mind at enmity with him. Some of the whitewashed rebels 
have even said they “ would not live with such a God.” Doubt¬ 
less, if his grace change not their minds, he will take them at 
their word, as he did their brethren in the wilderness. How 
appropriate to their case is the language of Numb. xiv. 28-35 :: 
“ As truly as I live, saitli the Lord, as ye have spoken in mine 
ears, so will I do to you.” And they shall know the God whom 
they despised. “I the Lord have said, I will surely do it unto 
all this evil congregation.” This is written for our admonition. 
(1 Cor. x. 11.) 

Talk about a chance to be saved. Why, I had had the chances 
above and beyond what any of those dead in a carnal profession 
ever had if such a word as “ chance ” be admissible. I was made 
alive from the dead, had tasted the love of God and the pardon¬ 
ing mercy of Christ, was purged from my old sins, saw the beauty 
of holiness of heart, lip, and life, held communion and fellowship 
with the Father and the Son by the sweet constraining influences 
of God the Holy Ghost. The line chalked out for my feet, by 
myself, as being the all-important requirements to a fair chance 
of saving myself was granted on four specialoceasions, and the con¬ 
sequences were a departure from him. How justly the Lord com¬ 
plains of those who “hew out to themselves broken cisterns, that 
can hold no water.” “ Surely, as a wife treacherously departeth 
from her husband, so have ye dealt treacherously with me.” “For 
my people have committed two evils ; they have forsaken me the 
fountain of living waters, and hewed them out cisterns, broken cis- 
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terns, that can hold no water.” (Jer. iii. 20 ; ii. 13.) So much 
for contingencies, a chance, a pious education, and so forth. 

After many years of a trying, tribulative path of painful exer¬ 
cises within, from innate depravity and soul desertion; from 
pinching circumstances and persecution without; unanswered 
prayers and unfulfilled promises spoken to my soul from the 
Lord’s own mouth; sometimes suffering need, at others abound¬ 
ing in blessing to profusion, I have been instructed in measure to 
say with the Apostle, “ I have learned in whatsoever state I am, 
therewith to be content.” We know that all the restlessness in 
the Lord’s children arises from the flesh craving ease, indulgence, 
and gratification, in some shape or form, from its hundreds of 
resources ; and that, in whatsoever place, state, or condition, a 
child of God may be it is the best, if the Lord lias by his provi¬ 
dence, wisdom, and grace, placed him therein, apart from his 
own folly or perverseness. If his own wickedness is not correct¬ 
ing, nor his backslidings reproving, he has a conscientious con¬ 
viction that he is doing the will of God, and “ called thereto 
that he should inherit a blessing.” That is being of a humble, 
contrite spirit to suffer for his Name: “ Not rendering evil for 
evil, or railing for railing; but contrariwise blessing; knowing 
that ye are thereunto called, that ye should inherit a blessing.” 
0, the blessing of having no will of our own ! Who can tell all 
the peace, happiness, and joy arising out of God reconciling his 
people unto himself; so that he and they can walk together, 
being fully agreed ? (1 Pet. iii. 9 ; Amos iii. 3.) 

I must not further enlarge, but will come to the deliverance. 
The keeping green of even the outside appearance of godliness 
was now withered and dried up ; the rivers of pleasure antici¬ 
pated in divine things had become barren islands, and every pool 
of refreshing water had evaporated. My case is described in 
Isa. xlii. 15, 16: “I will make waste mountains and hills, and 
dry up all their herbs; and I will make their rivers islands, and 
I will dry up the pools.” This the Lord does for all his people 
before he makes crooked things straight or rough places plain: 
“ Ephraim is joined to idols, let him alone.” To be “ let alone ” 
by God and left to go on frowardly in the way of his heart is un¬ 
enviable for an Epliraimite. Such was the case with me. The 
idol engrossed all my thoughts and had every shilling that I 
could make by scheming or contrivance ; sometimes there was 
even a little deviation from the path of rectitude ; at length all 
desire for heavenly things, or attending a place of worship on a 
Sunday evening, was a task. One day, being out making a few 
shillings to gratify the object of my inordinate affections’ love of 
finery, I got a chastisement which has left its mark in my third 
finger, and which has served to remind me of my folly and its 
punishment hundreds of times since. The thing I was doing 
was not wrong of itself, but the spirit of it was. This was mani¬ 
fest by the hurry in which I did it; for it was to hide that spirit 
of covetousness by which I was governed. I had a large quan- 
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tity of bones to sell, and in trying to get them away before the 
others should see, to prevent their envy as well as to carry out 
the meanness of getting them away, I tore a piece of skin from 
the front of the third finger of the right hand. I did not take 
any notice of it at the time, for the pain was not very great until 
three or four days after, when I felt a tingling sensation. Then 
my impatience led me to try to open the place with a razor; but 
the more it was pulled about the worse it became. Then it began 
to gather apace, till my arm was so swollen that the sleeve had 
to be cut in order that I might get my coat on. The pain was 
great by night and day ; and though I was tired and worn out 
with sleepless nights I could only get a doze now and then for a 
very short space. The finger had all the appearance of mortifi¬ 
cation ; it was black and puffed up to such a degree that those 
who saw it thought the loss of the finger inevitable. Two or three 
weeks went by in this painful situation ; while conscience testified 
against me, and impatience and rebellion came to the top, like 
scum or dross from the effects of the fire. 

I could neither lie down, sit, nor stand, and at times I thought 
raving madness would be the end. No cry for help went out to 
him who had so often heard me in trouble. All remedies had 
failed hitherto and I was as far off from relief as at the beginning. 
A cry was now put into my soul for the Lord to be gracious once 
more and deliver me. He heard me ; and one night, as soon as 
my sin was seen, confessed, and I understood the chastisement, 
and him who had appointed it, my gathering burst open: “ For 
the iniquity of his covetousness was I wroth, and smote him. I 
hid me and was wroth. I have seen his ways, and will heal him ; 
I will lead him also, and restore comforts unto him.” (Isa. lvii. 
17,18.) The Lord made me to see what was the end of this chas¬ 
tisement as clearly as if an angel from heaven had declared it. 

After doing my work with one hand for seven weeks, with no 
end to the reproaches for backsliding, having been filled with my 
own devices, eaten of the fruit of my own ways, and with a finger 
deformed, the Lord healed both. Then religion was insisted on, 
and my wife thought me in extremes; for I had no sympathy 
with the Ranters in my heart, nor would I ever go. I went to 
Zion chapel, but the King of Zion I saw not. “ Icliabod ” had 
been written on the walls a few years before, when the living in 
Jerusalem separated from it because free-will and free-grace had 
no affinity. This I learned subsequently. Those that separated 
met at Enon. 

In the summer of 1860, Sergeant Buckell came home from 
India. We had walked together in the things of God, with our 
confused ideas of grace and works, but the time had come for us 
both to understand the way of God more perfectly. On board 
the same vessel were two gracious men of the 14tli Light 
Dragoons. Seeing my friend so frequently reading his Bible, 
they thought by his consistent life there must be some good thing 
toward the Lord God of Israel in him. Therefore they accosted 
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him, asking him whether he had been brick-making. He, not 
seeing their drift, said he had before joining the service. Then 
they asked about the brick-field of Egypt, and talked in other 
figurative speech, till they got to the point of free-will and free- 
grace. Being old veterans with the sword they cut his hopes to 
pieces and the wind blew them away. All his salvation was 
gone. The force and keen edge of Truth had cut it up, root and 
branch, “and left not so much as a sherd to take fire from the 
hearth, or water withal out of the pit.” The secrets of salvation 
or the mysteries of the Kingdom were sensibly far from him. All 
his building on the sand was swept away with the power of the 
Word. After some days of painful exercise he was led to cry to 
God to reveal his will, “and was heard in that he feared ; ” for 
he could not with his carnal weapons fight two men who had the 
Lord on their side and his Word in their mouths. The doctrine 
of salvation by grace was sealed upon his heart. As soon as I 
knew he was home I sought him to see how it was with him in 
soul matters, whether prosperous or otherwise. Though free¬ 
will had received another paralytic stroke by the hand of Him who 
can strike to purpose, yet the gentleman was not dead. He lay 
bedridden as to working to save others, or even to save the newly- 
married from backsliding ; still, he could move about indoors and 
assist in all carnal movements as well as ever, being in his original 
elements. Although he could not go abroad on missionary work, 
or repair any breaches at home, he still lived! “ What! not dead 
yet ? ” metliinks I hear some established saint, who sees the 
absurdity of “ putting new wine into old bottles,” ask. No, not 
yet ; for, as sure as the sun shines and the weather becomes warm 
and dry, he begins to move about, and will have a hand in divine 
things: 

“ The heart uplifts with God’s own gifts, 

And makes e’en grace a snare.” 

Mr. Hart never wrote truer lines than these. It has been verified 
hundreds of times in every saint that reads this, if he has watched 
the different forms and aspects of this lovely chameleon. Lovely, 
I say, for he is so in every respect in the eyes of those who are 
moved by his dictates and prompted by his inspiration. But to 
me, when detected, he looks as ugly as Satan; and the best 
word I have for his deceitful figure is, “ Get thee hence ! ” Of a 
truth, he has deceived, turned aside, and misled some of the best, 
the wisest, and most useful of God’s saints and servants. Peter, 
under his advice, would have let the whole church go down to 
perdition and his own soul in the bargain, by preventing the 
needful Sacrifice being offered, which alone could save: “ Savour¬ 
ing the things that be of men.” Then Peter began to rebuke 
him, saying, “ Be it far from thee, Lord; this shall not be unto 
thee.” He, Satan, deceived Peter again as to the amount of 
strength he possessed, till he was boasting of being stronger than 
all the rest together, then he set him to cut of the ear of Malchus. 
The next proceeding was to swear that he never knew Christ, or 
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what they were talking about who accused him of being with 
him. Many years after, I think about twenty, he set the chief of 
the apostles on a work of dissimulation, which drew others aside, 
and “ Barnabas was carried away ” till brother Paul “ withstood 
him to the face, because he was to be blamed.” (Gal. ii. 11-16.) 
Then the zealous reprover is drawn aside himself by a, “ Thou 
seest, brother, how many thousands of Jews there are which be¬ 
lieve ; and they are all zealous of the law.” And this subtle 
gentleman (Free-will) set him to build up again what he had been 
destroying for years ; to be zealous for tbat which the wisdom of 
God had abolished. (Acts xxi. 20-24.) This inconsistency would 
have terminated Paul’s career of usefulness but for the special 
interposition of him “ who holds the keys of hell and of death.” 
After this, who is secure? None, not even Particular Baptists! 
Is it any wonder if we find men professing a Calvinistic creed, 
preaching the doctrines of grace, contending for them in the 
letter for twenty, thirty, or forty years together, yet after all being 
carried away into Arminianism ; like some men we could name, 
both here .and at the antipodes. The “ Mystery of iniquity ” lies 
much nearer than Italy. However, Sergeant B. cut at free-will, 
so we differed. Then we got to contention. Being pretty well 
stored with texts that appeared to favour Arminianism I parried 
his attacks with these, till my aptness was rather too much for him, 
and we parted. Still, the doubt and dissatisfaction produced in my 
mind by the quotations from both sides I could hardly understand. 

The next time we met he began chopping at all natural religion, 
hacking it to pieces with a ruthless hand, insisting that creature 
power and works were no contributors to the salvation that is in 
Christ Jesus. That the sovereignty of God in the choice of his 
people was the basis upon which it stood. As we walked together 
I cast a glance at him, saying to myself, “Why, Jim, thou art 
beside thyself!” But his arguments left an impression on the 
mind that caused me to look diligently when at home at those 
portions of divine testimony which treat of the choice of the 
heirs of promise. There was no prejudice now against the Truth, 
nor inherent strength to cause opposition; to know the mmd of 
the Lord was the sincere desire of my heart. By degrees the 
light began to dawn on my poor, ignorant, deluded mind; each 
text having fresh rays thrown upon it till it expanded and my 
soul seemed to emerge out of midnight darkness into the glorious 
beams of meridian day. From Genesis to Revelation the doctrine 
of election shone conspicuous, grand, and with effulgence ; written 
as with a sunbeam in my heart and upon past experience. Salva¬ 
tion was all of grace, to the joy of my emancipated spirit! I now 
ceased from my own works, and entered into rest. Thus were 
my eyes opened to one of the sweetest, most heavenly, and most 
blessed doctrines of the Bible that could ever meet a poor foiled 
worker for endless life. 0, how my adorable Lord and God was 
endeared to me! I had “ not chosen him, but he had chosen 
me.” My joys were excessive for days and weeks, as the blessed 
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Spirit kept opening it up to my wondering eyes. When I met my 
friend, and began to tell how sweetly it had been sealed on my 
conscience and how the mysteries of the kingdom had been 
revealed; that salvation was of grace, not of works ; that it lay 
in the choice of God, not in man’s free-will, bringing forward 
portion after portion in rapid succession, he remarked that I knew 
more about it than he did. Indeed, “ my heart was enlarged,” 
and I “ turned my feet to his testimonies.” Every essential 
doctrine of salvation the Lord himself had taught me and brought 
by power into my understanding,—as his foreknowledge, pre¬ 
destination, &c.: “ Moreover, whom he did predestinate, them he 
also called ; and whom he called, them he also justified.” Another 
comfortable doctrine he brought home to my exercised heart, on 
account of its defects in righteousness, from Heb. x. 14 ; sealing 
it there two or three months after without the ministry; which 
shows that he is not indebted to the ministry to teach, though he 
often blesses his own sent servants’ testimony. For, he confirms 
the word of his servants, and performs the counsel of his mes¬ 
sengers, as lie did two verses of the late W. Gadsby’s on one occa¬ 
sion, which I shall never forget: 

“ 0, what a rest is Christ to me ! 

How precious and how true! 

From guilt and sin he Bets me free, 

And gives me glory too. 

“ I have, —I want, —no rest beside ; 

Here’s all a God can give; 

Here would I constantly abide, 

And every moment live.”— Hymn 637, Gadsby’s. 

Indeed, I have been highly favoured in hearing those sent of 
God to his work; and in reading the writings in the “ Gospel 
Standard” of those qualified and equipped for the work of the 
ministry; but I have no sympathy with missionary, mongrel, Cal¬ 
vinists. Nay, I abhor and detest their pernicious teaching, and 
endorse the following: 

“ But this we will say, that we have no faith in missionary ex¬ 
ertions, at least as at present exercised; or any hope that by huge 
mixed societies of believer and unbeliever, or any cumbrous, 
worldly apparatus of subscriptions and donations, patrons, pre¬ 
sidents, secretaries, and deputations, or by what are called re¬ 
vivals, or united prayer meetings, or any similar means, the glory 
of the Son of God will be made to shine upon earth. No ! The 
Lord will take his own way, as well as his own time. No arm of 
flesh shall put the crown on his head, as no arm of flesh can take 
it off.”—1st “Pliilpot’s Meditations,” p. 828. 

Ye professed lovers of the “ Gospel Standard,” in the Colonies, 
and of J. C. Philpot’s “ Meditations,” what think ye of the last 
two sentences of the extract? Do they not cut with a clean 
stroke all the inventions of men, of whatever caste or creed, sect 
or denomination, that go hand and glove with the professing age? 
Can a saint of God, who believes in the presiding care of our 
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heavenly Father over all his creatures, to the falling of a sparrow, 
the numbering the hairs of his children’s heads, require such 
helps from men who know him not ? Will true believers attend 
the places of worship of such men ? Not if they have been in 
such a school as T. W. 

My friend began to seek a “ Place of Truth," for he could not 
become a “ Zionite; ” neither could I attend where the Truth was 
so miserably mangled, or kept out of sight “ for fear of the lambs 
getting a scare.” The tender-hearted children of God are really 
tender of God’s honour. 

One Sunday he dropped into a place called “ Enon,” and a Mr. 
B. was preaching from Sol. Song iv. 12: “A garden enclosed, is 
my sister, my spouse ; a spring shut up, a fountain sealed.” He 
told me how well he heard, and I required but little persuasion 
to go and hear for myself. But nothing was brought home with 
power or sweetness. However, it was sound, as far as I had been 
led. Not attending “ Zion” for a few Sundays, the deacon visited 
me to ascertain the cause. I told him the Truth was not preached 
at Zion, as I now understood it, and I could not go there any 
more. This brought on contention as to the doctrine of election. 
He contended for universal redemption, which I opposed. We 
bandied the Scriptures at each other till he got tired and departed. 
The next time we met the argument was hot, neither of us being 
shaken until, by subtle reasoning and leaving out the most im¬ 
portant part, he asked me, “ What is the meaning of this ? ‘ He 
by the grace of God should taste death for every man.’ ” I 
evaded the force of it by turning to something foreign to the point; 
but it was a complete foil to me and he left. For days the 
passage exercised my mind and all my comforts had fled. “ Ah! ” 
says the devil, “ You can’t get over that. ‘ He by the grace of 
God should taste death for every man.’ ” As for Mr. B., the 
minister on probation, he gabbled away the Scripture to profusion ; 
but there was “neither dew nor rain,” comfort nor consolation, 
no unction from the Holy One, that teaclieth all things, and is no 
lie. However busy at my work, my thoughts were even more 
engaged with “ taste death for every man.” I had no concordance, 
and I could not remember in what part of the epistles I had ever 
read it. That it was there I knew. At last, it struck me it was 
in the Hebrews. I said, “ By the help of God I will find this 
portion and see what it does say, and its proper drift.” Judge of 
my surprise when the scales fell from my eyes on reading the 
context: “ (For) it became him, for whom are all things, in 
bringing many som unto glory, to make the captain of their salva¬ 
tion perfect through sufferings.” (Heb. ii. 10-14.) The many sons, 
did not include all mankind. Another blessed “ for ” opened the 
matter more fully: “For both he that sanctifieth and they who 
are sanctified are all of one : for which cause he is not ashamed 
to call them brethren.” The oneness of the Lord and his people 
shut out every other man, instead of embracing every one. Sly 
soul escaped as a bird the snare of the fowler : “ Saying, I will 
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declare thy Name unto my brethren, in the midst of the church 
will I sing praise unto thee. And again, Behold I and the 
children which God hath given me.” The blessed doctrine, sealed 
and ratified in heaven, was again sealed and ratified in my heart 
and conscience never to be erased by all the sophistry of men, 
however subtle their arguments or questions. The very part this 
working-bee brought forward to overthrow the doctrine was the 
very connection that exhibited it in all its radiance, lustre, and 
unspeakable glory. I do not remember ever seeing the gentle¬ 
man after or I should have given glory to God by showing I was 
cleansed from the leprosy of unclean doctrine, which robs Christ 
of his honour. The ministry at “Enon,” was of the “Earthen 
Vessel” stamp. As it was never made useful to me I could not 
speak well of it, though at that time I knew nothing of any party or 
denomination ; but I did know the power of Truth when it was felt. 

My joys had again declined, and the working of the corrupt 
affections was once more in the ascendant. It was distressing 
and grevious to lose my consolation in the best things. Going 
to the “ workshop,” which “ Enon” formerly was, this portion 
came with such sweetness, power, and savour upon my spirit 
that it has always been remembered when repeated, read, or in¬ 
directly referred to : “ For by one offering He hath perfected for 
ever them that are sanctified.” (Heb. x. 14.) 

“What are you doing for God?” is roared out in all the 
foundries of work-mongers. But it is our mercy if we are enabled 
to speak, with all humility of mind, of what the Lord has done 
for us. Yea, it is our highest happiness to speak well of him, or 
to be ready to give a reason of the hope that is in us, with meek¬ 
ness and fear, sanctifying the Lord God in our hearts, and having 
a good conscience: “ Now the end of the commandment is 
charity out of a pure heart, and of a good conscience, and of faith 
unfeigned.” (1 Tim. i. 5.) 

My soul was much alive to heavenly things, yet, withal, very 
foggy in respect to many important truths. This could not be 
wondered at, seeing I had been wrapped up hi the grave-clothes 
of a deathly religion ; which every working system is, apart from 
the spirit of the gospel. It is a “ killing letter,” as the Holy 
Ghost testifies by the Apostle Paul: “Who hath made us able 
ministers of the New Testament; not of the letter, but of the 
spirit; for the letter killetli, but the spirit giveth life.” (2 Cor. 
iii. 6.) 

Emerging so recently from the grave, according to the promise, 
I savoured much of the old corruption, which made some to dis¬ 
relish the odour when in conversation; but I was realizing the 
prophecy, “ O my people, I will open your graves, and cause 
you to come up out of your graves, and bring you into the land 
of Israel. And ye shall know that I am the Lord, when I have 
opened your graves, and shall put my spirit in you, and ye shall 
live.” (Ezek. xxxvii. 12-14.) As touching the ministry, nothing 
was communicated from that source, but in the night visions many 
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a blissful season passed before me, of which no diary was kept at 
the time. However, one or two of those visitations I well 
remember, even after so long a period: “I saw in the night 
visions, and behold, one like the Son of man came in all his 
loveliness and beauty.” 0, how I longed to go with him and 
abide for ever; but he departed. That was the sum and sub¬ 
stance of my dream. 

An old saint, well instructed in the things of God, was rather 
partial to hearing me talk, though I often spoke as a child. She 
asked me what I thought of Mr. B.’s preaching. What reply 
I made, I do not remember. Her sentiments were that he was 
not sound. She lent me Mr. Philpot’s “ Winter afore Harvest, 
or the Soul’s Growth in Grace.” She told me he was her favourite 
minister and that she went once a year to London to hear him. 
1 took the book to my kitchen, as I thought I should be more 
alone there than at home, to read it carefully and ponder its con¬ 
tents. He described my call by grace like a workman who lmew 
the road by walking in it. As page after page was read, the eyes 
of my understanding were opened to see a distinction between an 
inward effectual call, and an outward one by the preaching of the 
gospel; the difference between a vile experience and a precious 
experience was clearly defined. Nothing I had ever heard or 
read could be compared with the graphic way in which that dear 
servant of Christ had traced out God’s work upon my heart. I 
would have thought it a great honour conferred on me to have 
been allowed to clean his boots, if he required such a service. 
Had an angel from Heaven’s courts been proclaiming the truths 
he wrote they could not have been more commended to my con¬ 
science as the word of the living God, sealed by a power which 
aroused such sweet harmonious sounds within that echoed back 
in praise to him who alone is worthy. But when I came to page 
22, where he exposes the fallacious railway projectors, who draw 
out a line to heaven with neither hill nor dale ; the fancy draw¬ 
ing masters, who sketch out a beautiful landscape with heaven 
itself at the end ; chimney corner voyagers, &c., I thought of the 
deceivers who had led me to expect an easy path instead of a 
rough and rugged one; who spoke of “ things as they ought to 
be,” and as I should have liked them to have been. He said : 
“We will endeavour to describe things as they are.” And as 
clause after clause of each sentence of that paragraph was held 
up before me in panoramic perfection, my obscure, dark, mys¬ 
terious, enigmatical pathway was seen to be one marked out by 
Infinite Wisdom ; by him whose wisdom I had often impeached, 
but could now justify from my very heart; whose goodness I had 
called in question, but which was now as clear as noonday, and 
supremely good. A short extract may not be out of place: 

“ A little spiritual insight, then, into the human heart, may 
explain the reason why this severe discipline is needful, and un¬ 
ravel this mystery. Together with the spiritual graces that had 
first budded, and afterwards, under the warm beams of the sun, 
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burst forth into flower, there had shot up unperceived, an under¬ 
growth of self-righteousness, and spiritual pride. Counterfeits, 
too, and imitations of divine operations had sprung up, as the 
offspring of a deceitful heart, or as delusions of Satan trans¬ 
formed into an angel of light. Side by side with spiritual trust, 
fleshly presumption had imperceptibly crept up. Under the 
shadow of divine hope, vain confidence had put forth its rank 
shoots. Natural belief had grown rapidly up with spiritual faith, 
fleshly ardour with heavenly zeal, universal charity with divine 
love, and the knowledge that puffetli up the head with the grace 
that humbleth the heart. Above all things pride, accursed pride, 

‘ that spirit by God abhorred,’ was taking occasion by the very 
grace of God to feed itself to the full. It was sitting on Christ’s 
throne, exalting itself and despising others, measuring everyone 
by its own standard, and well nigh trampling under feet everyone 
of David’s soldiers that was in distress, in debt, or discontented. 
Forgetting its base original, when it was a beggar on a dunghill, 
and that a man can receive nothing except it be given him from 
heaven, the soul was in great hazard of ‘ sacrificing to its own 
net, and burning incense to its own drag.’ ” 

If this enlightened servant had taken copies of my diary, and 
thus learnt the secret workings of my conscience from the time 
of my arrest by divine Justice till God sealed the doctrine of elec¬ 
tion upon my heart, he could not more expressly or minutely 
have given such an exact description as he had done. Besides, 
he wrote this in 1837, at the time I was an infant going to 
school; and it was twenty years after that the truth of this was 
verified in my experience, in a foreign land; with many sighs 
and tears, groans and griefs ; much distress and despondency; 
while the fowls of the mountains summered and the beasts of the 
earth wintered upon the stump of the cut-down tree. 

I read, and exclaimed that I could and would, if possible, walk 
from one end of England to the other to see this interpreter ; this 
“ one among a thousand,” and hear the words of sovereign grace 
proclaimed by his mouth. “Well! well! ” I said, “ How wonder¬ 
ful that a man should write so particularly upon all those painful 
exercises, as if it were God’s own word.” 

Ten thousand blessings on the head of that dear man. I felt 
I could have sacrificed my life, my all, as for “ a brother beloved,” 
if need were. (1 Jno. iii. 16.) 

Some might think me enthusiastic, but none can understand 
or appreciate the real sent servants of God as I did unless some 
such trying ordeals have been passed through as mine was, for 
years together, on the plains of India. And then, to have it 
described in such unmistakeable lines as to appear almost like a 
revelation from God! 

It may appear to be a fault, on my part that I never wrote to 
him to testify what a blessing his sermon had been made; but, 
doubtless, he had many testimonies, as well as the testimony of a 
good conscience. It is a question with me, however, whether 
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any ever did, or ever will, appreciate it as I did. Tlie good man 
is now above and beyond all the praise of his wannest friends, 
and of all censure from his most inveterate foes. As a tribute to 
departed worth I will say,—the church of God in his day was 
blessed with the best, the most discriminating, and the most 
clearly discerning minister that ever preached a discourse or 
handled a subject with his pen: “ The memory of the just is 
blessed.” His photograph is hung up in our parlour; and in 
dark seasons, when my eyes have fallen upon it, I have said, 
“ Ah ! Dear man of God, shall I ever meet thee in glory ? ” To 
take hold of the skirt of his coat would be like taking hold of the 
mantle that fell from Elijah, I thought. 

The harvest was come; and the fruits produced in the soul 
were the effects of a doctrine sealed upon my newly-informed 
judgment some weeks before; namely, predestination to life by 
the sovereign act of the immutable, unchangeable, ever-blessed 
Jehovah, without works or worthiness. 

For four or five months, heaven seemed, at times, to be in my 
soul; and the precept to “ rejoice in the Lord, and again I say, 
rejoice,” was observed as my meat and drink; yea, my special 
and peculiar privilege. 

I had been often tried by the fiery darts of the wicked One by 
this thought: “ How could such perfections as omniscience and 
omnipresence exist in the Almighty ?” And this brought to my 
mind the vast extent of sea and land, the millions of human 
beings on the face of the globe, in all the nations of the earth, 
their very thoughts known and registered in the divine Mind, 
whether Christian or heathen, learned or unlearned, noble or 
ignoble. Yet this limited not his knowledge, nor bounded his 
Being. But even the heaven of heavens cannot contain him. 
Reason here faltered on her throne; my comfort, hope, and belief 
were here rooted up by the fearful floods lifting up their voice: 
“ Yea, the mighty waves of the sea.” (Ps.xciii. 8, 4.) The receding 
wave carried all with it, except the letter of the Bible. Whereas, 
what a proof appears to “the called of God,” those loved and 
chosen by God the Father, redeemed by God the Son, and in 
whom is the indwelling of God the Holy Ghost, in the truth that 
the Shepherd of Israel knows his sheep, speaks at the appointed 
time, and they hear his voice ; whether it be a polished collegian 
in academic halls at Oxford, England, or one of the unpolished 
sons of Britain partly intoxicated in India. Whether the “ Fellow 
of Worcester College ” with his extensive learning, gifts, and abili¬ 
ties ; or the rough uncultured fellow in the ranks of the British 
army, among the Hindoos, thousands of miles distant; the same 
path is marked out for both to walk in, in order that they may learn 
the meaning of that little word GRACE which every one who reads 
his Bible thinks he perfectly understands. Though as different 
in life, morals, education, and knowledge as two men could well 
be, and as far from each other as east and west could separate us, 
yet the One Spirit called both “ in one hope of our calling.” It 
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was, “ One Lord, one faith, one baptism, one God and Father of 
all, who is above all, and through all, and in you all,” who was 
in both at one and the same time. Of all the “ Antidotes to infi¬ 
delity,” this is the best specific I ever met with in all I have ever 
seen, tried, or felt. When applied, it is indeed infallible as a cure 
for that direful disease. As for Tom Payne’s “ Age of Reason,” 
the reason is knocked completely out of it at the very first appli¬ 
cation ; it has such a transforming effect. But all that that agent 
of the devil ever brought forth against revelation was not to be 
compared, I have thought, with half of the objections in my de¬ 
praved heart. I have often thought that, if his disciples would 
listen to reason and a little sound argument, quietly discussing 
the objections their leader has made, that I could show the ig¬ 
norance of their champion from his own recovery, &c. But if any 
one be really in search of truth, one reading of “ Meditations on 
the Authority and Power of the Word of God upon the Heart,” 
by J. C. Pliilpot, would effect more, perhaps, than a bushel of 
“ Antidotes.” 

My time was drawing near when I should become free from 
the galling yoke of the army, and many exercises caused me often 
to “make my request known to God,” to open a door for me to 
obtain the bread that perislietli. But for my loss of hearing I 
should not have been so much perplexed as to seeking employ¬ 
ment. Yet a felt persuasion was in my mind that I should again 
work at the Biscuit Factory; and this I was sure of, as I told my 
wife, not only from the liberty enjoyed at the Throne of grace, but 
from a dream I had one night some time before, which satisfied 
me that the mind and the will of God was made known in con¬ 
firmation of the one in India. 

One night, I dreamed I was work among the machinery at 
“ Huntly and Palmer’s,” and one particular pair of rollers was 
of such a construction that I had never seen any like them, when 
there before entering the army. One of the rollers was not so 
large as the other, and they were made of two different kinds of 
wood. The largest in diameter was made of “ Lignum-Vitas.” 
All that was going on, and my working at them, was remarkably 
clear; all which made me at the time satisfied that the Lord had 
spoken. All this came to pass ; but as the sequel belongs to the 
second part of my “Autobiography,” I must not anticipate, or 
forestall the narrative. 

But the doctrine of God’s foreknowledge was stamped upon 
my heart by those two dreams in particular, leaving an impres¬ 
sion that has never been effaced from that day to this for any 
length of time. As the learned Cliarnock says: “God knows 
things because he has determined they shall exist; we know them 
because they do exist;” i.e., when they come to pass. Hence, the 
truth of prophecy, or any of the dreams of the Old and New 
Testaments holding in their bosom promises of divine consola¬ 
tion. 

On March 2nd, 1861,1 sent in my claim, and received my dis- 
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charge on the 8th. I went back to my native town with a hope 
never again to depart out of it; but to live the remainder of my 
days there, andleave my mortal remains in the cemetery. I often 
thought in years after, when walking in it or by it, “ That is where 
I shall rest this poor corruptible body of sin when I go the way 
of all the earth.” But there seems no likelihood now. 

I went to the same office I saw in my dream in India. Mr. G. 
Palmer, senior, invited me in; his brother William was there, 
and a tuird party whom I knew not. After some conversation, 
and looking at my characters from officers, and my discharge with 
two good conduct badges, recognizing me, he said, “ We have 
nothing just now.” “ But,” I said, “ you will give me employ¬ 
ment, will you not, when you have a vacancy ? ” “ Yes, we will 

employ you,” using the plural you, instead of the singular thee, 
as I heard in my dream, nearly four years before, just preceding 
our march to disarm the mutineers. All the rest was fulfilled to 
the letter, and I went on to work the next week. 

Thus, you have an outline, my reader, of what God did for me; 
and of what I should have done for myself if I had been left to 
sin and the devil; to wit, have rushed headlong to hell in open 
profanity in the first place ; and in the second, gone there with a 
deluded and deceitful heart, that had fed on ashes, turning me 
aside from the right way, and with “ a lie in my right hand.” 
(Isa. xliv. 2.) 

Therefore, I wind up with the words of the royal Psalmist: 
“ The Lord liveth ; and blessed be my rock; and let the God of 
my salvation be exalted.” (Ps. xviii. 46.) I would also give a 
hint to the self-sufficient: “ Behold, ye despisers, and wonder, 
and perish; for I work a work in your days, a work which ye 
shall no wise believe, though a man declare it unto you.” (Acts 
xiii. 41.) 
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